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T has been frequentiy remarked, that one 
. of the great defects of the present age 
is want of sympathy, not only between 
the different classes of society, but between 
man and man in the more intimate relations 
of everyday life. To inculcate this sympathy 
with all the force and genial fervour of poetry 
IS the object of the present Selection. Love 
and brotherhood, charity and kindness, mercy 
and forbearance — all, in fact, that is embraced 
by the great Christian precept of " Love one 
another," are here embodied in the attractive 
and persuasive language of song. The love 
that binds heart to heart within the hallowed 
precincts of the family circle, and the brother- 
hood that links man t6 man, and neighbour to 
neighbour, in the wider field of the world, 
d 
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form the sole themes of the volume — themes 
that the poet can invest with an interest 
which the prose -writer would labour in vain 
to excite. 

Garnered from the abundant harvest of Eng- 
lish and American poetry, there is necessarily 
a great variety of subject and diversity of treat- 
ment; and it is in this variety that much of 
the attraction of the Selection will be found to 
consist. Husband and wife, parent and child, 
brother and sister, will alike find expression to 
that Love which sanctifies their relationships ; 
while friend and neighbour, rich and poor, mas- 
ter and servant, the indifferent who require to 
be aroused, and the heartless who need rebuke, 
will meet with incentives to that Brotherhood 
which forms the basis and bond of all enduring 
society. The main endeavour has been to find 
pieces applicable to every relation of life ; brief, 
and embodying, if possible, a single sentiment 
that the memory may readily recall ; and in 
every instance breathing throughout a truly 
catholic and cosmopolitan spirit. 

To the " Songs of God and Nature," these 
" Songs of Love and Brotherhood " form a 
necessary and appropriate sequel — man's duties 
of love and benevolence to his fellow-men being 
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next to those reverential relations that ought. to 
Subsist between man and nature and the God of 
nature; ^is most exalted and imperative fm^c- 
tion. 

" OT)rother man I fold to thy heart thy brother ; 
Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there ; 
To worship rightly is to love each other, 
Eacii'^mile a hymn, each kindly deed a prayer. 

" Follow with reverent steps the great example 
Of Him whose holy work was * doing good;' 
So shall the wide earth seem our Father's temple. 
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude. 

*' Then shall all shackles fall; the stormy clangor 
Of wild war-music o'er the earth shall cease ; 
Love shall tread out the baleful fire of anger, 
And in its ashes plant the tree of peace ! '* 

The Selection, we have said, has been made 
from the wide field of modern poetry ; and 
in several instances from the works of living 
authors. To them and to their publishers we 
offer our most cordial thanks for the kind assist- 
ance thereby rendered to our design ; and if in 
any instance the authorship remains unacknow- 
ledged, the omission has arisen, not from neglect, 
but from want of better information. 



Edinburgh, January 1864. 
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^OVE is the happy privilege of the mind — 
Love is the reason of all living things. 
A Trinity there seems of principles, 
Which represent and rule created life — 
The love of self, our fellows, and our God. 
In all throughout one common feeling reigns : 
Each doth maintain, and is maintained by the other : 
All are compatible — all needful ; one 
To life, — to virtue one, — and one to bliss : 
Which thus together make the power, the end. 
And the perfection of created Being. 

A 
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From these three principles doth every deed, 
Desire, and will, and reasoning, good or bad, come ; 
To these they all determine — sum and scheme : 
The three are one in centre and in round ; 
Wrapping the world of life as do the skies 
The world. Hail ! air of love by which we live ! 
How sweet, how fragrant ! Spirit though unseen — 
Void of gross sign — is scarce a simple essence, 
Immortal, immaterial, though it be. 
One only simple essence liveth — God, — 
Creator, uncreate. The brutes beneath. 
The angels high above us, with ourselves. 
Are but compounded things of mind and form. 
In all things animate is therefore cored 
An elemental sameness of existence ; 
For God being Love, in love created all. 
As He contains the whole and penetrates. 
Seraphs love God, and angels love the good : 
We love each other ; and these lower lives. 
Which walk the earth in thousand diverse shapes. 
According to their reason, love us too : 
The most intelligent affect us most. 
Nay, man's chief wisdom 's love — the love of God. 
The new religion — ^final, perfect, pure — 
Was that of Christ and love. His great command — 
His all-sufficing precept — was 't not love ? 
Truly to love ourselves we must love God, — 
To love God we must all His creatures love, — 
To love His creatures, both ourselves and Him. 
Thus Love is all that 's wise, fair, good, and happy. 
Philip James Bailey, i8i6— 
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FRIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 
(written for a society whose motto was the 

ABOVE.) 

When " Friendship, Love, and Truth " abound 

Among a band of brothers. 
The cup of joy goes gaily round. 

Each shares the bliss of others : 
Sweet roses grace the thorny way 

Along this vale of sorrow ; 
The flowers that shed their leaves to-day 
Shall bloom again to-morrow : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy "Friendship, Love, and Truth !" 

On halcyon wings our moments pass. 

Life's cruel cares beguiling ; 
Old Time lays down his scythe and glass. 

In gay good humour smiling : 
With ermine beard and forelock gray. 

His reverend front adorning. 
He looks like Winter tum'd to May, 
Night soften'd into Morning : 
How grand in age, how fair in youth, 
Are holy " Friendship, Love, and Truth I" 

From these delightful fountains flow 
Ambrosial rills of pleasure : 
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Can man desire, can Heaven bestow 

A more resplendent treasure ? 
Adom'd with gems so richly bright, 

We '11 form a constellation. 

Where every star, with modest light. 

Shall gild his proper station. 

How grand in age, how fair in youth. 

Are holy "Friendship, Love, and Truth !" 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 
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My daughter, go and pray ! See, night is come : 
One golden planet pierces through the gloom ; 

Trembles the misty outline of the hill. 
Listen ! the distant wheels in darkness glide — 
All else is hush'd ; the tree by the roadside 

Shakes in the wind its dust-strewn branches still. 

Day is for evil, weariness, and pain. 

Let us to prayer ! calm night is come again : 

The wind among the ruin'd towers so bare 
Sighs mournfully : the herds, the flocks, the streams. 
All suffer, all complain ; worn nature seems 

Longing for peace, for slumber, and for prayer. 
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It is the hour when babes with angels speak. 
While we are rushing to our pleasures weak 

And sinful, all young children, with bent knees, 
Eyes raised to Heaven, and small hands folded fair, 
Say at the self-same hour the self-same prayer 

On our behalf, to Him who all things sees. 

And then they sleep. O peaceful cradle-sleep ! 
O childhood's hallowed prayer ! religion deep 

Of love, not fear, in happiness expressed ! 
So the young bird, when done its twilight lay 
Of praise, folds peacefully at shut of day 

Its head beneath its wing, and sinks to rest. 



II. 

Pray thou for all who living tread 

Upon this earth of graves ; 
For all whose weary pathways lead 

Among the winds and waves ; 
For him who madly takes delight 
In pomp of silken mantle bright, 

Or swiftness of a horse ; 
For those who, labouring, suffer still ; 
Coming or going — doing ill — 

Or on their heavenward course. 

Pray thou for him who nightly sins 
Until the day dawns bright — 

Who at eve's hour of prayer begins 
His dance and banquet light ; 
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Whose impious orgies wildly ring, ^ 
Whilst pious hearts are offering 

Their prayers at twilight dim ; 
And who, those vespers all forgot, 
Pursues his sin, and thinketh not 

God also heareth ^im. 

Child ! pray for all the poor beside ; 

The prisoner in his cell. 
And those who in the city wide 

With crime and misery dwell ; 
For the wise sage who thinks and dreams ; 
For him who impiously blasphemes 

Religion's holy law. 
Pray thou — for prayer is infinite — 
Thy faith may give the scomer light. 

Thy prayer forgiveness draw. 



-French of Victor Hugo. 



CHARITY. 

Come, let us sound her praise abroad, 
Sweet Charity, the child of God ! 
Hers, on whose kind maternal breast 
The sheltered babes of misery rest j 
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Who, when she sees the sufferer bleed, — 
Reckless of name, or sect, or creed, — 
Comes with prompt hand, and look benign, 
To bathe his wounds in oil and wine ; 

Who in her robe the sinner hides, 
And soothes and pities, while she chides ; 
And lends an ear to every cry, 
And asks no plea — but misery. 

Her tender mercies freely fall. 

Like heaven's refreshing dews on all ; 

Encircling in their wide embrace 

Her friends — her foes — the human race. 

Nor bounded to the earth alone. 
Her love expands to worlds unknown : 
Wherever faith's rapt thought has soafd. 
Or Hope her upward flight explored. 

Ere these received their name or birth, 
She dwelt in heaven, she smiled on earth ; 
Of all celestial graces bless'd, 
The first — the last — the greatest — ^best 

When faith and hope, from earth set free, 

Are lost in boundless ecstasy. 

Eternal daughter of the skies. 

She mounts to heaven and never dies. 

William Drummond, 1585-1649. 
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WEDDED LOVE. 

But happy they, the happiest of their kind, 

Whom gentler stars unite, and in one fate 

Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 

'Tis not the coarser tie of human laws. 

Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 

That binds their peace ; but harmony itself, 

Attuning all their passions into love : 

Where friendship full exerts her softest power, 

Perfect esteem, enliven'd by desire 

Ineffable and sympathy of soul ; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will 

With boundless confidence ; for naught but love 

Can answer love, and render bliss secure. 

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 

To bless himself, from sordid parents buys 

The loathing virgin, in eternal care. 

Well-merited, consume his nights and days ; 

Let barbarous nations, whose inhuman love 

Is wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel ; 

Let Eastern tyrants, from the light of heaven 

Seclude their bosom slaves, meanly possessed 

Of a mere lifeless violated form : 

While those whom love cements in holy faith 

And equal transport, free as Nature Uve, 

Disdaining fear. Wliat is the world to them, 

Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all, 

Who in each other clasp whatever fair 
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High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wish ] 
Something than beauty dearer, should they look 
Or in the mind, or mind-illumin'd face ; 
Truth, goodness, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Meantime a smiling offspring rises round. 
And mingles both their graces. — By degrees, 
The human blossom blows ; and every day. 
Soft as it rolls along, shews some new charm. 
The father's lustre, and the mother's bloom. 
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an assiduous care. — 
DeUghtful task ! to rear the tender thought. 
To teach the young idea how to shoot, 
To pour the fresh instruction o'er the mind. 
To breathe th' enlivening spirit, and to fix 
The generous piupose in the glowing breast — 
Oh, speak the joy ! ye, whom the sudden tear 
Surprises often, while you look around. 
And nothing strikes your eye but sights of bliss, 
All various nature pressing on the heart : 
All elegant sufficiency, content, 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books. 
Ease and alternate labour, useful life. 
Progressive virtue, and approving Heaven. — 
These are the matchless joys of virtuous love ; 
And thus their moments fly. — The Seasons thus, 
As ceaseless roimd a jarring world they roll. 
Still find them happy : and consenting Spring 
Sheds her own rosy garland on their heads : 
Till evening comes at last, serene and mild ; 
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When, after the long vernal day of life, 
Enamoured more, as more remembrance swells 
With many a proof of recollected love. 
Together down they sink in social sleep ; 
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
To scenes where love and bUss immortal reign. 

James Thomson, i 700-1 746. 
-TAe Seasons, 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship, peculiar boon of Heaven, 
The noble mind's delight and pride. 

To men and angels only given. 
To all the lower world denied. 

While love, unknown among the blest. 
Parent of thousand wild desires. 

The savage and the human breast 
Torments alike with raging fires. 

With bright, but oft destructive gleam. 
Alike o'er all his lightnings fly. 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the favorites of the sky. 
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Thy gentle flows of guileless joys 
On fools and villains ne'er descend ; 

In vain for thee the tyrant sighs, 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend. 

Directress of the brave and just, 

Oh, guide us through life's darksome way I 
And let the tortures of mistrust 

On selfish bosoms only prey. 

Nor shall thine ardours cease to glow. 
When souls to peacefiil climes remove ; 

What raised our virtue here below 
Shall aid our happiness above. 

Samuel Johnson, 1709-1785. 
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I DARE NOT SCORN. 

I MAY not scorn the meanest thing 
That on the earth doth crawl — 

The slave who dares not burst his chain, 
The tyrant in his hall. 

The vile oppressor who hath made 

The widowed mother mourn. 
Though worthless, soulless, he may stand- 

I cannot, dare not scorn. 
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The darkest night that shrouds the sky 

Of beauty hath a share ; 
The blackest heart hath signs to tell 

That God still lingers there. 

I pity all that evil are — 

I pity and I mourn ; 
But the Supreme hath fashion'd all, 

And, oh I I dare not scorn. 

Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 
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THE MARRIAGE VOW. 

Speak it not lightly — ^'tis a holy thing, 

A bond existing through long distant years, 

When joy o'er thine abode is hovering. 

Or when thine eye is wet with bitterest tears. 

Recorded by an angel's pen on high. 

And must be questioned in eternity ! 

Speak it not lightly ! — though the young and gay 
Are thronging round thee now with tones of mirth, 

Let not the holy promise of to-day 

Fade like the clouds that with the mom have birth ; 

But ever bright and sacred may it be, 

Stored in the treasure-cell of memory. . . 
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Life will not prove all sunshine — there will come 
Dark hours for all — Oh, will ye, when the night 

Of sorrow gathers thickly round your home. 
Love, as ye did in times when calm and bright 

Seem'd the sure path ye trod, untouched by care, 

And deem*d the future, like the present — fair % 

Eyes that now beam with health may yet grow dim, 
And cheeks of rose forget their early glow ; 

Languor and pain assail each active limb, 

And lay, perchance, some worshipped beauty low. 

Then will ye gaze upon the altered brow. 

And love as fondly, faithfully, as now % 

Should Fortune frown on your defenceless head. 
Should storms overtake your bark on life's dark 
sea, 

Fierce tempests rend the sail so gaily spread 
When Hope her siren strain sang joyously. 

Will ye look up, though clouds your sky o'ercast. 

And say, together we will bide the blast ? 

Age with its silvery locks comes stealing on. 

And brings the tottering step, the furrow'd cheek, 

The eye from which each lustrous gleam hath gone, 
And the pale lip, with accents low and weak ; 

Will ye then think upon your life's gay prime. 

And, smiling, bid Love triumph over time ? 

Speak it not lightly ! oh, beware ! beware I 
Tis na vain promise, no unmeaning word ; 
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Lo ! men and angels list the faith ye swear, 

And by the High and Holy One 'tis heard. — 
Oh, then kneel humbly at His altar now, 
And pray for strength to keep the Marriage Vow. 
-American Magazine. 
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BROTHERLY LOVE. 

How sweet, how heavenly is the sight. 
When those who love the Lord 

In one another's peace delight, 
And so fulfil His word ! 

When each can feel his brother sigh, 

And with him bear a part ; 
When sorrow flows from eye to eye, 

And joys from heart to heart : 

When free fi-om envy, scorn, and pride,- 

Our wishes all above, — 
Each can his brother's failing hide, 

And shew a brother's love : 

When love in one delightful stream, 
Through every bosom flows ; 

When union sweet, and dear esteem, 
In every action glows : 
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Love is the golden chain that binds 

The happy souls above ; 
And he 's an heir of heaven that finds 

His bosom glow with love. 

Charles Swain, 1803 — 



WIFE, CHILDREN, AND FRIENDS. 

When the black-letter'd list to the gods was presented, 
(The list of what Fate for each mortal intends,) 

At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented. 
And slipp'd in three blessings — ^wife, children, and 
fiiends. 

In vain surly Pluto maintain'd he was cheated, 
For justice divine could not compass its ends ; 

The scheme of man's penance he swore was defeated, 
For earth becomes heaven with — ^wife, children, and 
friends. 

If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vested. 
The fimd ill secured, oft in bankruptcy ends ; 

But the heart issues bills which are never protested. 
When drawn on the firm of — ^wife, children, and 
fiiends. 
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Though valour still glows in his life's dying embers, 
The death-wounded tar, who his colours defends. 

Drops a tear of regret as he dying remembers 

How bless'd was his home with — ^wife, children, 
and friends. 

The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story, 
Whonj duty to far-distant latitudes sends. 

With transport would barter whole ages of glory 
For one happy day with — ^wife, children, and 
friends. 

Though spice-breathing gales on his caravan hover. 

Though for him Arabia's fragrance ascends, 
The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that 
cover 
The bower where he sat with — ^wife, children, and 
friends. 

The day-spring of youth still unclouded by sorrow. 
Alone on itself for enjoyment depends ; 

But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow 

No warmth from the smile of — wife, children, and 
friends. 

Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish 
The laurel which o'er the dead favourite bends ; 

O'er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish, 
Bedew'd with the tears of — wife, children, and 
friends. 
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Let us drink, for my song, growing graver and graver, 

To subjects too solemn insensibly tends ; 
Let us drink, pledge me high, love and virtue shall 
flavour 
The glass which I fill to — wife, children, and friends. 
Hon. W. R. Spencer, 1770-1834. 
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HAIL, HOLY LOVE! 

Hail, holy love ! thou word that sums all bliss. 
Gives and receives all bHss, fullest when most 
Thou givest ! Spring-head of all felicity. 
Deepest when most is drawn ! emblem of God ! 
Overflowing most when greatest numbers drink f 
Essence that binds the uncreated Three, 
Chain that unites creation to its Lord, 
Centre to which all being gravitates. 
Eternal, ever-growing, happy love ! 
Enduring all, hoping, forgiving all ; 
Instead of law, fulfilling every law ; 
Entirely blest, because thou seek'st no more, 
Hopest not, nor fear'st ; but on the present liv'st. 
And hold'st Perfection smiling in thy arms. 
Mysterious, infinite, exhaustless love ! 
On earth mysterious, and mysterious still 
In heaven ; sweet chord, that harmonises all 

B 
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The harps of Paradise ! the spring, the well, 
That fills the bowl and banquet of the sky. 

Robert Pollok, 1799-1827. 
— Course of Time, 
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KINDNESS TO THE LOWER ANIMALS. 

I WOULD not enter on my list of friends 
(Though graced with polished manners and fine 

sense, 
Yet wanting sensibility) the man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 
An inadvertent step may crush the snail 
That crawls at evening in the public path : 
But he that has humanity, forewarned, 
Will tread aside, and let the reptile live. 
The creeping vermin, loathsome to the sight. 
And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 
A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 
Sacred to neatness and repose — the alcove. 
The chamber, or refectory — may die ; 
A necessary act incurs no blame. 
Not so when, held within their proper bounds. 
And guiltless of offence, they range the air. 
Or take their pastime in the spacious field : 
There they are privileged ; and he that hunts 
Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 
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Disturbs the economy of Nature's realm, 

Who, when she form'd, design'd them an abode. 

The sum is this : If man's convenience, health. 

Or safety interfere, his rights and claims 

Are paramount, and must extinguish theirs. 

Else they are all — the meanest things that are — 

As free to live, and to enjoy that life. 

As God was free to form them at the first, 

Who in His sovereign wisdom made them all. 

Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons 

To love it too. The spring-time of our years 

Is soon dishonour'd and defiled in most 

By budding ills, that ask a prudent hand 

To check them. But, alas ! none sooner shoots. 

If unrestrained, into luxuriant growth. 

Than cruelty, most devilish of them all. 

Mercy to him that shews it is the rule 

And righteous Imitation of its act. 

By which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty man ; 

And he that shews none, being ripe in years. 

And conscious of the outrage he commits, 

Shall seek it, and not find it, in his turn. 

William Cowper, i 731-1800 
—TTie Task. 
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HYMN TO BENEVOLENCK 

Hail ! source of transport ever new ; 
Whilst thy kind dictates I pursue, 

I taste a joy sincere ; 
Too vast for Httle minds to know, 
Who on themselves alone bestow 

Their wishes and their care. 

Daughter of God ! delight of man ! 
From thee felicity began ; 

Which still thy hand sustains ; 
By thee sweet peace her empire spread. 
Fair Science raised her laurelFd head, 

And Discord gnash'd in chains. 

Far as the pointed sunbeam flies, 
Through peopled earth and starry skies, 

All nature owns thy nod : 
We see thy energy prevail 
Through being's ever-rising scale. 

From nothing even to God. 

Envy, that tortures her own heart 
With plagues and ever-burning smart. 

Thy charms divine expel : 
Aghast she shuts her livid eyes. 
And, wing'd with tenfold fury, flies 

To native night and hell. 
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By thee inspired, the generous breast, 
In blessing others only blest. 

With goodness large and free. 
Delights the widoVs tears to stay. 
To teach the blind their smoothest way. 

And aid the feeble knee. 

Oh, come ! and o'er my bosom reign, 
Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 

Through every action shine ; 
Each low, each selfish wish control, 
With all thy essence warm my soul, 

And make me wholly thine. 

Nor let fair Virtue's mortal bane. 
The soul-contracting thirst of gain, 

My faintest wishes sway ; 
By her possessed, ere hearts refine. 
In heirs dark depth shall mercy shine, 

And kindle endless day. 

If from thy sacred paths I turn. 

Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn, 

Nor with their pleasures glow ; 
Banished from God, from bliss, aiid thee, 
My own tormentor let me be. 

And groan in hopeless woe. 

Thomas Blacklock, 1721-1791. 
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AFAR FROM THEE! 

Afar from thee ! 'Tis solitude, 

Though smiling crowds around me be, 
The kind, the beautiful, the good — 

For I can only think of thee ; 
Of thee, the kindest, lovehest, best. 

My earliest and my only one ; 
Without thee, I am all unblest. 

And wholly blest with thee alone. 

Afar from thee ! The words of praise 

My listless ear unheeded greet ; 
What sweetest seem'd in better days. 

Without thee seem'd no longer sweet ; 
The dearest joy fame can bestow. 

Is in thy moistened eye to see. 
And in thy cheeks* unusual glow. 

Thou deem'st me not unworthy thee. 

Afar from thee ! The night is come. 

But slumbers from my pillow flee ; 
I cannot rest so far from home. 

And my heart's home is, love, with thee. 
I kneel before the throne of prayer. 

And then I know that thou art nigh ; 
For God, who seeth everywhere, 

Bends on us both His watchful eye. 
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Together, in His loved embrace, 

No distance can our hearts divide ; 
Forgotten quite the 'mediate space, 

I kneel thy kneeling form beside ; 
My tranquil frame then sinks to sleep. 

But soars the spirit far and free ; 
Oh, welcome be night's slumbers deep, 

For then, dear love ! I am with thee. 
-American Newspaper, 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

A Mother's Love, — how sweet the niffiet 
What is a Mother's Love ] • * 

A noble, pure, and tender flame, 
Enkindled from above. 

To bless a heart of earthly mould ; 

The warmest love that can grow cold ; 
This is a Mother's Love. 

To bring a helpless babe to light, 

Then, while it lies forlorn. 
To gaze upon that dearest sight, 

And feel herself new-born, 
In its existence lose her own. 
And live and breathe in it alone ; 

This is a Mother's Love. 
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Its weakness in her arms to bear ; 

To cherish on her breast, 
Feed it from Love's own fountain there, 

And lull it there to rest ; 
Then, while it slumbers, watch its breath, 
As if to guard from instant death ; 

This is a Mother's Love. 

To mark its growth from day to day, 
Its opening charms admire. 

Catch from its eye the earhest ray 
Of intellectual fire ; 

To smile and Hsten while it talks, 

And lend a finger when it walks ; 
This is a Mother's Love. 

And can a Mother's Love grow cold ] 

Can she forget her boy ? 
His pleading innocence behold, 

Nor weep for grief, — for joy 1 
A mother may forget her child. 
While wolves devour it in the wild ; 

Is this a Mother's Love ? 

Ten thousand voices answer, "Nol** 
Ye clasp your babes and kiss ; 

Your bosoms yearn, your eyes o'erflow ; 
Yet, ah ! remember this, — 

The infant, rear'd alone for earth. 

May live, may die, — to curse his birth ; 
Is this B. Mother's Love 1 
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A parent's heart may prove a snare ; 

The child she loves so well, 
Her hand may lead, with gentlest care 

Down the smooth road to hell ; 
Nourish the frame, — destroy its mind ; 
Thus do the blind mislead the bhnd. 

Even with a Mother's Love. 

Blest infant ! whom his mother taught 

Early to seek the Lord, 
And poufd upon his dawning thought 

The dayspring of the word ; 
This was the lesson to her son — 
Time is Eternity begun : 

Behold that Mother's Love !♦ 

Blest Mother ! who, in wisdom's path 

By her own parent trod. 
Thus taught her son to flee the wrath. 

And know the fear of God ; 
Ah, youth ! like him enjoy your prime ; 
Begin Eternity in time, 

Taught by that Mother's Love. 

Thaf Mother's Love ! how sweet the name I 
What was that Mother's Love 1 

The noblest, purest, tenderest flame, 
That kindles from above, 

* 9 Tim. L 5, and iu. 14, 15. 
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Within a heart of earthly mould, 
As much of heaven as heart can hold, 
Nor through eternity grows cold : 
T^is was. a Mother's Love. 

James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 
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MY ONLY SISTER. 

The wild flowers, Marg'ret, round thee up are springing. 
And sending forth into the summer sky 
Their pure hearts' incense. Unto me they seem 
Thy guardian angels, ever watching thee, 
And praying for thee in sweet Nature's voice 
So purely holy ! 

The light of Love is in thine eye, my sister ! 
The open smile of Joy is on thy brow. 
Thy floating hair falls o'er a little heart 
As innocent, as loving, and as pure. 
As e'er on earth was loved with love like mine — 
A brother's love ! 

Fair as the image of a poef s musings — 
Pure as the dreams of childhood's vision hour — 
Thou art to me ; for thou dost love me so. 
My heart shall never tire of loving thee ; 
And what the heart doth love grows beautiful 
As a pure soul ! 
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I would that I the dusky veil could sever 
Which shades the future from my longing sight, 
That I might watch thy onward way through life — 
That I might know how best to -save thy heart 
From woe — thy feet from snares — thy eye from tears — 
My darling sister ! 

Oh ! can that silver light which aye is flowing 

From watching stars, as flows unfailingly 

A river from its source, which looks upon 

Thy childhood's glee — e'er see thee lone with Woe, 

A dweller in the dungeon-home of Grief 

With none to comfort ! 

I know not, sister ; but if purity 
Be ever watching o'er thy virgin soul, 
And if thy heart be fiU'd with Steadfastness — 
With Trusting Love — ^with Truth that knows not guile — 
Grief may be grievous, but thou'lt sternly bear. 
My beautiful ! 

Who spake of Grief? Can eyes so brightly beaming 
With Love, and Hope, and Joy, be fill'd with tears 1 
There is no heart so hard as do thee wrong, 
Thou art so innocent : So brightly trusting 
Would be thy smile into the face of Pain, 

It could not harm I 

My sister ! friends may fail, and thy affections 

On Instability may all be laid : 

But, in thy hour of loneliness, when those 
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Thou lovest most have left thee — then through tears 
Remember that thy brother's heart and hand 
Are ever open ! 

The love of all may change ; but his ! — oh ! never 
While Time is flowing, nor beyond the Grave. 
Dishonour ne'er shall cast its shadow o'er thee 
While life is in his heart : — ^Thy head shall rest 
For ever on his breast, and he will guard thee 
As doth thy mother ! 
Robert Nicoll, 1814-1837. 



PRAYER FOR KIND AFFECTIONS. 

Father of mercies 1 send Thy grace, 

All-powerful from above. 
To form in our obedient souls 

The image of Thy love. 

Oh, may our sympathising breasts 
The generous pleasure know, 

Kindly to share in others' joy, 
And weep for others' woe ! 

Where'er the helpless sons of grief 

In low distress are laid. 
Soft be our hearts their pains to feel. 

And swift our hands to aid. 
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Oh, be the law of love fulfilFd 

In every act and thought ! 
Each angry passion far removed, 

Each selfish view forgot ! 

Philip Doddridge, D.D., 1702-1751. 



TO MY DAUGHTER, 

ON BEING SEPARATED FROM HER ON HER MARRIAGE. 

Dear to my heart as life's warm stream 
Which animates this mortal clay, 

For thee I court the waking dream, 
And deck with smiles the future day ; 

And thus beguile the present pain 

With hopes that we shall meet again. 

Yet, will it be as when the past 

Twined every joy, and care, and thought. 

And o'er our minds one mantle cast 
Of kind affections finely wrought 1 

Ah no ! the groundless hope were vain, 

For so we ne'er can meet again ! 

May he who claims thy tender heart 
• Deserve its love, as I have done ! 
For, kind and gentle as thou art. 
If so beloved, thou 'rt fairly won. 
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Bright may the sacred torch remain, 
And cheer thee till ire ftieet again ! 

Mrs ilMELiA Opie, 1769-1853. 






THE DOVES— A LESSON OF LOVE. 

Reasoning at every step he treads, 
>: Man yet mistakes his way ; 

While flieaner things, whom instinct leads, 
Are rarely known to stray. 

One silent eve I wander'd late, 
And heard the voice of love ; 

The turtle thus addressed her mate, 
And soothed the hstening dove : 

Our mutual bond of faith and truth 

No time shall disengage. 
Those bleasmgs of our early youth 

Shall cheer our latest age ; 

While innocence without disguise. 

And constancy sincere. 
Shall fill the circles of those eyes. 

And mine can read them there : 
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Those ills, that wait on all below, 

Shall ne'er be felt tf me, 
Or gently felt, and only so, 

As being shared with thee. 

When lightnings flash among the trees, 

Or kites are hovering near, 
I fear lest thee alone they seize, 

And know no other fear. *rt{ 

'Tis then I feel myself a wife, 

And press thy wedded side, 
Resolved a union form'd for life 

Death never shall divide. 

But oh ! if, fickle and unchaste, 

(Forgive a transient thought,) 
Thou couldst become unkind at last. 

And scorn thy present lot i 

No need of lightnings from on high. 

Or kites with cruel beak ; 
Denied the endearments of thine eye. 

This widow'd heart would brctk. 

Thus sang the sweet sequestered bird. 

Soft as the passing wind ; 
And I recorded what I heard, 

A lesson for mankind. 

WICtlAM CowPER, 1731-1800. 
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WHAT THE VOICE SAID. 

Maddened by earth's wrong and evil, 

" Lord I" I cried in sudden ire, 
" From Thy right hand, clothed with thunder. 
Shake the bolted fire I 



" Love is lost, and Faith is dying : 
With the brute the man is sold ; 
And the dropping blood of labour 
Hardens into gold 

" Here the dying wail of Famine, 

There the battle's groan of pain ; 
And in silence, smooth-faced Mammon 
Reaping men like grain. 

" * Where is God, that we should fear HimT 

Thus the earth-born Titans say ; 

* God ! if Thou art Hving, hear us !' 

Thus the weak ones pray/' 

" Thou, the patient Heaven upbraiding," 

Spake a solemn Voice within ; 
" Weary of our Lord's forbearance. 
Art thou free from sin ? 
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" Fearless brow to Him uplifting, 

Canst thou for His thunders call, 
Knowing that to guilds attraction 

Evermore they fall ] 

" KnoVst thou not all germs of evil 

In thy heart await their time 1 
Not thyself, but God's restraining. 

Stays their growth of crime. 

" Couldst thou boast, O child of weakness ! 

O'er the sons of wrong and strife. 
Were their strong temptations planted 

In thy path of life? 

" Thou hast seen two streamlets gushing 
From one fountain, clear and free, 

But by widely varying channels 
Searching for the sea. 

" Glideth one through greenest valleys, 

Kissing them with lips still sweet, 
One, mad roaring down the mountains, 

Stagnates at their feet. 

" Is it choice whereby the Parsee 

Kneels before his mother's fire % 
In his black tent did the Tartar 

Choose his wandering sire 1 
c 
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" He alone, whose hand is bounding 
Human power and human will, 

Looking through each soul's surrounding, 
Knows its good or ilL 

" For thyself, while wrong and sorrow 
Make to thee their strong appeal, 

Coward wert thou not to utter 
What the heart must feel 

" Earnest words must needs be spoken, 
When the warm heart bleeds, or bums, 

With its scorn of wrong, or pity 
For the wronged, by turns. 

" But by all thy nature's weakness. 
Hidden faults and follies known, 

Be thou, in rebuking evil, 
Conscious of thine own. 

" Not the less shall stem-eyed Duty 

To thy lips her tmmpet set. 
But with harsher blasts shall mingle 

Wailings of regret." 

Cease not. Voice of holy speaking. 
Teacher sent of God, be near ; 

Whispering through the day's cool silence. 
Let my spirit hear ! 
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So, when thoughts of evil doers 
Waken scom or hatred move, 
Shall a mournful fellow-feeling 
Temper all with love. 

J. G. Whittier, 1808 — 
-American, 
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DOMESTIC LOVE. 

Domestic Love ! not in proud palace halls 
Is often seen thy beauty to abide ; 
Thy dwelling is in lowly cottage walls, 
That in the thickets of the woodbine hide ; — 
With hum of bees around, and from the side 
Of woody hills some little bubbling spring. 
Shining along through banks with harebells dyed 3 
And many a bird to warble on the wing, 
When Mom her safifron robe o'er heaven and earth 
doth fling. 

O love of loves ! — ^to thy white hand is given 
Of earthly happiness the golden key ! 
Thine are the joyous hours of Winter's even, 
When the babes cling around their father's knee ; 
And thine the voice, that on the midnight sea 
Melts the rude mariner with thoughts of home, 
Peopling the gloom with all he longs to see. — 
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Spirit ! I Ve built a shrine ; and thou hast come, 
And on its altar closed — ^for ever closed thy plume ! 

Rev. George Croly. 
— Gems from the Antique, 



CHILDREN. 

Come to me,' O ye children ! 

For I hear you at your play, 
And the questions that perplexed me 

Have vanished quite away. 

Ye open the eastern windows, 

That look towards the sun. 
Where thoughts are singing swallows, 

And the brooks of morning run. 

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine, 
In your thoughts the brooklets flow, 

But mine is the wind of autumn 
And the first fall of the snow. 

Ah ! what would the world be to us 

If the children were no more 1 
We should dread the desert behind us 

Worse than the dark before. 
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What the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for food, 
Ere their sweet and tender juices 

Have been hardened into wood, — 

That to the world are children ; 

Through them it feels the glow 
Of a brighter and sunnier climate 

Than reaches the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye children ! 

And whisper in my ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our contrivings. 

And the wisdom of our books, 
When compared with your caresses, 

And the gladness of your looks ] 

Ye are better than all the ballads 

That ever were sung or said ; 
'For ye are hving poems. 
And all the rest are dead. 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
-American, 
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GIVE! 

Give ! as the morning that iflows out of heaven ; 
Give ! as the waves when their channel is riven ; 
Give ! as the free air and sunshine are given ; 

Lavishly, utteriy, carelessly give. 
Not the waste drops of thy cup overflowing, 
Not the faint sparks of thy hearth ever glowing, 
Not a pale bud from the June rose's blowing : 

Give as He gave thee, who gave thee to live. 

Pour out thy love like the rush of a river 

Wasting its waters, for ever and ever. 

Through the burnt sands that reward not the giver. 

Silent or songful, thou nearest the sea. 
Scatter thy hfe as the summer shower's pouring ! 
What if no bird through the pearl-rain is soaring 1 
What if no blossom looks upward adoring 1 

Look to the life that was lavished for thee ! 



Give, though thy heart be all wasted and weary. 
Laid on an altar all ashen and dreary ; 
Though from its pulses a faint miserere 

Beats to thy soul the sad presage of fate. 
Blind it with cords of unshrinking devotion ; 
Smile at the song of its shrinking emotion ; 
'Tis the stem hymn of eternity's ocean ; 

Hear ! and thy future in silence await. 
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So the wild wind spreads its perfumed caresses, 
Evil and thankless the desert it blesses ; 
Bitter the wave that its soft pinion presses, 

Never it ceaseth to whisper and sing. 
What if the hard heart give thorns for thy roses % 
What if on rocks thy tired bosom reposes ] 
Sweetest is music with minor-key'd closes. 

Fairest the vine that on ruin will cUng. 

Almost the day of thy giving is over ; 

Ere from the grass dies the bee-haunted clover, 

Thou wilt have vanished from friend and from lover : 

What shall thy longing avail in the grave ? 
Give as the heart gives whose fetters are breaking, 
Life, love, and hope, all thy dreams and thy waking, 
Soon, heaven's river thy soul-fever slaking. 

Thou shalt know God and the gift that He gave. 
— American Ncivspaper, 



CHILDREN'S OFFERING ON A PARENTS 
BIRTH-DAY. 

Not the first tribute of our lyre, 

Not the first fiiiits of infant spring. 
But flames from love's long kindled fire, 

And oft-repeated prayers we bring 

To crown thy natal day. 
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'Tis not to-day that first we tell 
(When was affection's spirit mute ?) 

How long our hearts have loved — how well — 
Nor tune our soft and votive flute, 

Nor light the altar^s ray. 

That altar is our household shrine — 

Its flame — the bosom's kindly beat : 
Its offering, sympathy divine ; 

Its incense, as the May-dew sweet ! 

Accept thy children's lay. 
Sir John Bowring, 1792- 
- Russian of Bobrov, 



A MOTHER'S HOPE. 

Lo ! at the couch where infant beauty sleeps. 
Her silent watch the mournful mother keeps ; 
She, while the lovely babe unconscious lies. 
Smiles on her slumbering child with pensive eyes, 
And weaves a song of melancholy joy — 
" Sleep, image of thy father, sleep, my boy : 
No lingering hour of sorrow shall be thine ; 
No sigh that rends thy father's heart and mine ; 
Bright as his manly sire the son shall be 
In form and soul ; but ah ! more blest than he ! 
Thy fame, thy worth, thy filial love, at last. 
Shall soothe this aching heart for all the past — 
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With many a smile my solitude repay, 

And chase the world's ungenerous scorn away. 

" And say, when summoned from the world and thee, 
I lay my head beneath the willow tree. 
Wilt thou, sweet mourner ! at my stone appear, 
And soothe my parted spirit lingering near % 
Oh, wilt thou come, at evening hour, to shed 
The tears of memory o'er my narrow bed ; 
With aching temples on thy hand reclined. 
Muse on the last farewell I leave behind. 
Breathe a deep sigh to winds that murmur low, 
And think on all my love and all my woe ]" 

So speaks affection, ere the infant eye 
Can look regard, or brighten in reply ; 
But when the cherub hp hath learnt to claim 
A mother's ear by that endearing name ; 
Soon as the playful innocent can prove 
A tear of pity, or a smile of love. 
Or cons his murmuring task beneath her care, 
Or lisps with holy look his evening prayer, 
' Or gazing, mutely pensive, sits to hear 
The mournful ballad warbled in his ear ; 
How fondly looks admiring Hope the while, 
At every artless tear, and every smile ! 
How glows the joyous parent to descry 
A guileless bosom, true to sympathy ! 

Thomas Campbell, 1777-1844. 
— Pleasures of Hope, 
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TO MY BROTHER. 

Come with me, dearest, to the river's side, 

Where the bright floods make music as they flow. 

And while we wander by its sparkling tide, 
Sweet memories will rise of long ago. 

And thoughts, that childhood bade these waters keep, 

Flash forth once more from their enchanted sleep. 

Look where it flows, unchanged, unchangeable, 
Foaming o'er rocks and rippling to the sun. 

The shy trout plays among its eddies still, 

Where dense and dark the restless currents run ; 

How strange to know that thrice three years have past. 

Since we two wander'd by its margin last ! 

Yet change is here ; when we were wont to stray 
From mom till eve these woody banks among, 

Thick hung the hawthorn blossoms from the spray. 
And birds of spring in every thicket sung ; 

And, like a shower of gold, the bonny broom 

Flung to the amorous gale her buds of rich perfume. 

Now autumn looks o'er fields of ripen'd com. 
And sere leaves mstle where our footsteps fall. 

Few and unfrequent now the notes are bome. 
That made these solitudes so musical : 

And so it is with us, for life no more. 

Though happy still, is spring time as of yore. 
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Ay, we are changed : upon thy noble brow 

Dwells the deep musing meet for manhood's prime ; 

Thy step is firmer, and thy rich locks now 
Are somewhat darkened by the touch of time. 

And graver cares are round thy spirit twined, 

Than in these shades thy childhood left behind. 

Yet, though Time sports with outward forms at will, 
In deeper things his breath has scarce been felt. 

And the long lapse of years doth find us still 
Before the shrines at which our childhood knelt ; 

And what in those young days we wont to prize 

Are still the same, the dearest in our eyes. 

Still, as of yore, 'tis thy delight to bend 

Where some bold river thunders on its course. 

Where cataracts in whiten'd showers descend, 
Deafening the air with clamour loud and hoarse. 

Thou lovest to ply the angler's silent art. 

Alone with nature, and thy own deep heart 

Thou hast gone forth to mingle with the world, 
And breathed the air of many a foreign clime ; 

But from thy spirit never has been hiu-l'd 
The warm, fresh feeUng of that early time ; 

And I behold the glory of thy youth. 

Blest with an honest heart of kindHness and truth. 

For me, though years have borne upon their flight 
A thousand joys my childhood could not dream. 

My soul has ever found its chief delight 
By lonely mountain glen, or gushing stream. 
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And life can yield no pleasure and no pride 
Dearer than this, — to wander by thy side. 

And should we hither stray, when young romance 
Has faded in the world's ungenial air, 

And the soft lightning of the eagle glance 
In those dark eyes, be seen but faintly there. 

Oh ! may we find in nature's beauty still 

A joy all shadowless, a charm for every ill ! 

-Taifs Magazine^ 1848, 



PRAISE OF CHARITY. 

Breathe all thy minstrelsy, immortal harp ! 
Breathe numbers warm with love, while I rehearse, 
Delightful theme, resembHng most the songs 
Which day and night are sung before the Lamb ! 
Thy praise, O Charity ! thy labours most 
Divine, thy sympathy with sighs, and tears. 
And groans ; thy great, thy godlike wish, to heal 
All misery, all fortune's wounds, and make 
The soul of every living thing rejoice. 
Oh, thou wast needed much in days of Time ! 
No virtue half so much ! — none half so fair ! 
To all the rest, however fine, thou gavest 
A finishing and polish, without which 
No man e'er enter'd heaven. Let me record 
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His praise, the man of great benevolence, 

Who pressed thee closely to his glowing heart, 

And to thy gentle bidding made his feet 

Swift minister. Of all mankind, his soul 

Was most in harmony with heaven : as one 

Sole family of brothers, sisters, friends : 

One in their origin, one in their rights 

To all the common gifts of Providence, 

And in their hopes, their joys, and sorrows one, 

He view'd the universal human race. 

He needed not a law of state, to force 

Grudging submission to the law of God ; 

The law of Love was in his heart alive : 

What he possessed, he counted not his own, 

But, hke a faithful steward in a house 

Of pubhc alms, what freely he received. 

He freely gave ; distributing to all 

The helpless, the last mite beyond his own 

Temperate support, and reckoning still the gift 

But justice due to want ; and so it was, 

Although the world, with compliment not ill 

Applied, adomM it with a fairer name. 

Nor did he wait till to his door the voice 

Of supplication came, but went abroad. 

With foot as silent as the starry dews. 

In search of misery that pined unseen. 

And would not ask. And who can tell what sights 

He saw ! what groans he heard in that cold world 

Below ! where Sin, in league with gloomy Death, 

March'd daily through the length and breadth of all 

The land, wasting at will, and making earth. 
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Fair earth ! a lazar-house, a dungeon dark, 
Where Disappointment fed on niin'd Hope ; 
Where Guilt, worn out, lean'd on the triple edge 
Of Want, Remorse, Despair ; where Cruelty 
Reach'd forth a cup of wormwood to the lips 
Of sorrow, that to deeper sorrows wail'd ; 
Where Mockery, and Disease, and Poverty, 
Met miserable Age, erewhile sore bent 
With his own burden ; where the arrowy winds 
Of Winter pierced the naked orphan babe. 
And chiird the mother's heart, who had no home ; 
And where, alas ! in mid-time of his day. 
An honest man, robb'd by some villain's hand, 
Or with long sickness pale, and paler yet 
With want and hunger, oft drank bitter draughts 
Of his own tears, and had no bread to eat. — 
Oh ! who can tell what sights he saw, what shapes 
Of wretchedness ! or who describe what smiles 
Of gratitude illumed the face of woe, 
While from his hand he gave the bounty forth ! 
As when the Sun, to Cancer wheeling back. 
Returned from Capricorn, and shewed the north, 
That long had lain in cold and cheerless night, 
His beamy countenance ; all nature then 
Rejoiced together, glad : the flower look'd up 
And smiled ; the forest, from his locks, shook off 
The hoary frost, and clapp'd his hands ; the birds 
Awoke, and, singing, rose to meet the day ; 
And from his hollow den, where many months 
He slumbered sad in darkness, blithe and light 
Of heart the savage sprung, and saw again 
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His mountains shine, and with new songs of love 

Allured the virgin's ear : so did the house, 

The prison house of guilt, and all the abodes 

Of unprovided helplessness, revive. 

As on them look'd the sunny messenger 

Of Charity. By angels tended still, 

That mark'd his deeds, and wrote them in the book 

Of God's remembrance ; careless he to be 

Observed of men, or have each mite bestow'd 

Recorded punctually, with name and place. 

In every bill of news. Pleased to do good. 

He gave and sought no more, nor question'd much. 

Nor reasoned who deserved ; for well he knew 

The face of need. — ^Ah me ! who could mistake % 

The shame to ask, the want that urged within, 

Composed a look so perfectly distinct 

From all else human, and withal so full 

Of misery, that none could pass, untouched, 

And be a Christian ; or thereafter claim. 

In any form, the name or rights of man ; 

Or, at the day of judgment, hft his eye ; 

While he, in name of Christ, who gave the poor 

A cup of water, or a bit of bread. 

Impatient for his advent, waiting stood. 

Glowing in robes of love and holiness. 

Heaven's fairest dress ! and round him, ranged in white, 

A thousand witnesses appeared, prepared 

To tell his gracious deeds before the Throne. 

R. PoLLOK, 1799-1827. 
— Course of Time, 
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DOMESTIC HAPPINESS. 

Domestic Happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise that has survived the fall ! 
Though few now taste thee unimpair'd and pure, 
Or, tasting, long enjoy thee ! too infirm. 
Or too incautious, to preserve thy sweets 
Unmix'd with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup ; 
Thou art the nurse of Virtue, in thine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she is. 
Heaven-bom, and destined to the skies again. 
Thou art not known where Pleasure is adored. 
That reeling goddess with the zoneless waist 
And wandering eyes, still leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her fickle, frail support ; 
For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And finding in the calm of truth-tried love 
Joys that her stormy raptures never yield. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 
- T/it Task. 
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ON A PICTURE OF A GIRL LEADING HER 
BLIND MOTHER THROUGH A WOOD. 

The green leaves as we pass 
Lay their light fingers on thee unaware, 
And by thy side the hazels cluster fair, 

And the low forest-grass 
Grows green and silken where the woodpaths wind — 
Alas ! for thee, sweet mother ! thou art blind ! 

And nature is all bright ; 
And the faint gray and crimson of the dawn, 
Like folded curtains fi*om the day are drawn ; 

And evening's purple light 
Quivers in tremulous softness on the sky — 
Alas ! sweet mother ! for thy clouded eye ! 

The moon's new silver shell 
Trembles above thee, and the stars float up 
In the blue air, and the rich tulip's cup 

Is penciird passing well, 
And the swift birds on glorious pinions flee — 
Alas ! sweet mother ! that thou canst not see ! 

And the kind looks of friends 
Peruse the sad expression in thy face, 
And the child stops amid his bounding race, 

And the tall stripling bends 

D 
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Low to thine ear with duty unforgot — 

Alas ! sweet mother ! that thou seest them not ! 

But thou canst Aear/ and love 
May richly in a human tone be pour'd, 
And the least cadence of a whisper'd word 

A daughter's love may prove — 
And while I speak thou knowest if I smile, 
Albeit thou canst not see my face the while ! - 

Yes, thou canst hear ! and He 
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung, 
To the attentive ear, like harps, hath strung 

Heaven, and earth, and sea ! 
And 'tis a lesson in our hearts to know — 
JVM but om sense the soul may overflow. 

Nathaniel Parker Willis, 1807 — 
-American, 



HONOUR TO WOMEN I 

Honour to women ! entwining and braiding, 
Life's garland with roses for ever unfading, 

In the veil of the graces all modestly kneeHng, 
Love's band with sweet spells have they wreath'd, 

have they bless'd. 
And tending with hands ever pure, have caress'd 

The flame of each holy, each beautiful feeling. 
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Ever truth's bright bounds outranges 

Man, and his wild spirit strives 
Ever with each thought that changes 

As the storm of passion drives — 
With heart appeased, contented, never 

Grasps he at the future's gleam, 
Beyond the stars pursuing ever 
The restless phantom of his dream. 

But the glances of women, enchantingly glowing. 
Their light woos the fugitive back, ever throwing 

A link round the present, that binds like a spell ; 
In the meek cottage home of the mother presiding. 
All graces, all gentleness, round them abiding, 

As nature's true daughters, how sweetly they dwell 

Man is ever warring, rushing 

Onward through life's stormy way, 
Wild his fervour, fierce and crushing, 

Knows he neither rest nor stay, 
Creating, slapng — day by day 

Urged by passion's fiery brood, 
A hydra band, whose heads for aye 

Fall, to be for aye renew'd. 

But women, to sweet silent praises resigning 
Such hopes as affection is ever enshrining. 

Pluck the moments' brief flowers as they wander along , 
More firee in their limited range, richer ever 
Than man, proudly soaring with fruitless endeavour 

Through the infinite circles of science and song. 
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Strong, and proud, and self-commending, 

Man's cold heart doth ever move 
To a gentler spirit bending. 

To the godlike power of love ; 
Knows not soul-exchange so tender. 

Tears, by others' tears confest, 
Life's dark combats steel and render 

Harder his obdurate breast ! 

Oh, waken'd like harp, and as gently, resembling 
Its murmuring chords to the night-breezes trembling, 

Breathes woman's fond soul, and as feelingly too : 
Touch'd lightly, touch'd deeply, oh ever she borrows 
Grief itself from the image of grief, and her sorrows 

Ever gem her soft eyes with Heaven's holiest dew. 

Man, of power despotic lord, 

In power doth insolently trust ; 
Scythia argues with the sword, 

Persia, crouching, bites the dust. 
In their fury-fights engaging, 

Combat spoilers wild and dread, 
Strife, and war, and havoc raging 

Where the charities have fled. 

But gently intreating, and sweetly beguiling, 
Woman reigns while the graces around her are 

smiling, 
Calming down the fierce discord of hatred and pride, 
Teaching all whom the strife of wild passions would 

sever, 
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To unite in one bond, and with her, and for ever, 
All hopes, each emotion, they else had denied. 

-German of Schiller. 



SCORN NOT THE LEAST. 

Where words are weak, and foes encountering strong, 
Where mightier do assault than do defend. 

The feebler part puts up enforced wrong, 

And silent sees, that speech could not amend : 

Yet higher powers must think, though they repine. 

When sun is set the httle stars will shine. 

While pike doth range, the silly tench doth fly. 
And crouch in privy creeks with smaller fish ; 

Yet pikes are caught when little fish go by. 
These fleet afloat, while those do fill the dish ; 

There is a time even for the worms to creep, 

And suck the dew when all their foes do sleep. 

The merlin cannot ever soar on high. 

Nor greedy greyhound still pursue the chase ; 

The tender lark will find a time to fly, 
And fearful hare to run a quiet race. 

He that high growth on cedars did bestow. 

Gave also lowly mushrooms leave to grow. 
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In Hainan's pomp poor Mardocheus wept, 
Yet God did turn his fate upon his foe, 

The Lazar pined, while Dives' feast was kept, 
Yet he to heaven — to hell did Dives go. 

We trample grass, and prize the flowers of May ; 

Yet grass is green, when flowers do fade away. 
Robert Southwell, 1560-1595. 



LOVE OF CHILDHOOD. 

What tongue ! — no tongue shall tell what bliss o*er- 

floVd 
The mother's tender heart, while round her hung 
The offspring of her love, and lisp'd her name ; 
As hving jewels dropp'd unstain'd from heaven, 
That made her fairer far, and sweeter seem. 
Than every ornament of costliest hue : 
And who hath not been ravish'd, as she pass'd 
With all her playful band of little ones. 
Like Luna, with her daughters of the sky, 
Walking in matron majesty and grace? 
All who had hearts, here pleasure found : and oft 
Have I, when tired with heavy task — for tasks 
Were heavy in the world below — relax'd 
My weary thoughts among their guiltless sports, 
And led them by their little hands a-field. 
And watch'd them run and crop the tempting flower, — 
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Which oft, unask'd, they brought me, and bestoVd 

With smiling face, that waited for a look 

Of praise, — and answered curious questions, put 

In much simplicity, but ill to solve : 

And heard their observations strange and new ; 

And settled whiles their Httle quarrels, soon 

Ending in peace, and soon forgot in love. 

And still I look'd upon their loveliness, 

And sought through nature for similitudes 

Of perfect beauty, innocence, and bliss ; 

And fairest imagery around me thronged : 

Dew-drops at dayspring on a seraph's locks, 

Roses that bathe about the well of life. 

Young Loves, young Hopes, dancing on Morning's 

cheek, 
Gems leaping in the coronet of love ! 
So beautiful, so full of Hfe, they seem'd 
As made entire of beams of angels' eyes. 
Gay, guileless, sportive, lovely, little things ! 
Plapng around the den of sorrow, clad 
In smiles, beheving in their fairy hopes. 
And thinking men and women true ! all joy, 
Happy all day, and happy all the night. 

Robert Pollok, 1799-1827. 
— Course of Time. 
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SYMPATHY WITH ANIMAL ENJOYMENT. 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 

For human fellowship, as being void 

Of sympathy, and therefore dead alike 

To love and friendship both, that is not pleased 

With sight of animals enjoying life, 

Nor feels their happiness augment his own. 

The bounding fawn, that darts across the glade 

When none pursues, through mere delight of heart, 

And spirits buoyant with excess of- glee ; 

The horse as wanton and almost as fleet. 

That skims the spacious meadow at full speed. 

Then stops and snorts, and, throwing high his heels, 

Starts to the voluntary race again ; 

The very kine that gambol at high noon. 

The total herd receiving first from one 

That leads the dance a summons to be gay. 

Though wild their strange vagaries and uncouth 

Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 

To give such act and utterance as they may 

To ecstasy too big to be suppress'd ; — 

These, and a thousand images of bliss. 

With which kind Nature graces every scene, 

Where cruel man defeats not her design. 

Impart to the benevolent, who wish 

All that are capable of pleasure pleased, 
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A far superior happiness to theirs, 
The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 
-Tke Task. 



WE ARE BRETHREN A'. 

A HAPPY bit hame this auld warld would be, 
If men, when they 're here, could make shift to agree, 
An' ilk said to his neighbour, in cottage and ha', 
" Come, gie me your hand — we are brethren a!" 

I ken na why ane wi' anither should fight. 
When to 'gree would make a'body cosie an' right, 
When man meets wi' man, 'tis the best way ava. 
To say, " Gi'e me your hand — we are brethren a'." 

My coat is a coarse ane, an' yours may be fine. 
And I maun drink water while you may drink wine ; 
But we baith ha'e a leal heart, unspotted, to shaw : 
Sae gi'e me your hand — ^we are brethren a'. 

The knave ye would scorn, the unfaithfu' deride ; 
Ye would stand like a rock, wi' the truth on your side ; 
Sae would I, an' nought else would I value a straw ; 
Then gi'e me your hand — ^we are brethren a'. 
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Ye would scorn to do fausely by woman or man ; 
I haud by the right aye, as weel as I can ; 
We are ane in our joys, our affections, an' a* ; 
Come, gi'e me your hand — we are brethren a*. 

Your mither has lo'ed you as mithers can lo'e ; 
An' mine has done for me what mithers can do ; 
We are ane hie an' laigh, an' we should na be twa ; 
Sae gi'e me your hand — ^we are brethren a'. 

We love the same simmer day, sunny and fair ; 
Hame ! oh, how we love it, an' a' that are there I 
Frae the pure air o' Heaven the same life we draw — 
Come, gi'e me your hand — we are brethren a'. 

Frail, shakin' Auld Age will soon come o'er us baith, 
An' creepin' alang at his back will be Death ; 
Syne into the same mither-yird we will fa' ; 
Come, gi'e me your hand — ^we are brethren a'. 

Robert Nicoll, i 8 14-1837. 



MOTHER AND CHILD. 

Her, by her smile, how soon the infant knows ! 
How soon, by his, the glad discovery shows ! 
As to her Ups she lifts the lovely boy, 
What answering looks of sympathy and joy 1 
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He walks, he speats. In many a broken word, 
His wants, his wishes, and his griefs are heard. 
And ever, ever to her lap he flies. 
When rosy sleep comes on with sweet surprise : 
Lock'd in her arms, his arms across her flung, 
(That name most dear for ever on his tongue.) 
As witli soft accents round her neck he flings, 
And, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she sings ; 
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart. 
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart : 
Watch o'er his slumbers like the brooding dove. 
And, if she can, exhaust a mother's love ! 
But soon a nobler task demands her care, 
Apart she joins his little hands in prayer. 
Telling of Him who sees in secret there. 
And now the volume on her knee has caught 
His wandering eye — now many a written thought, 
Never to die, with many a lisping sweet. 
His moving, murmuring lips endeavour to repeat 
Released, he chases the bright butterfly ; 
Oft he would follow — follow through the sky ! 
Climbs the gaunt mastiff slumbering in his chain. 
And chides and buffets, clinging by the mane : 
Then runs, and, kneeUng by the fountain-side, 
Sends his brave ship in triumph down the tide, 
A dangerous voyage ! or, if now he can, 
If now he wears the habit of a man, 
Flings oflf the coat so long his pride and pleasure, 
And, like a miser digging for his treasure. 
His tiny spade in his own garden plies. 
And in green letters sees his name arise ! 
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Where'er he goes, for ever in her sight, 
She looks, and looks, and still with new delight. 
Samuel Rogers, 1762-1855. 
-Pleasures of Memory. 



FORGIVENESS. 

My heart was heavy, for its trust had been 
Abused, its kindness answered with foul wrong : 

So, turning gloomily from my fellow-men. 
One summer Sabbath-day I strolFd among 

The green mounds of the village burial-place ; 
Where, pondering how all human love and hate 
Find one sad level — and how, soon or late, 

Wrong'd and wrong-doer, each with meeken'd face, 
And cold hands folded over a still heart. 

Pass the green threshold of our common grave. 
Whither all footsteps tend, whence, none depart. 

Awed for myself, and pitying my race. 

Our common sorrow, like a mighty wave. 

Swept all my pride away, and trembling I forgave ! 
J. G. Whittier, 1808— 

— American. 
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BENEVOLENCE. 

"The silver is mine, and the gold is mine, saith the Lord of hosts." 
— Haggai, ii. 8. 

Whose is the gold that glitters in the mine ? 
And whose the silver ? Are they not the Lord's 1 
And lo ! the cattle on a thousand hills, 
And the broad earth with all her gushing springs, 
Are they not His who made them ] 

Ye who hold 
Slight tenantry therein, and call your lands 
By your own names, and lock your gathered gold 
From him who in his bleeding Saviour's name 
Doth ask a part, whose shall those riches be, 
When, like the grass-blade from the autumn-frost. 
You fall away ] 

Point out to me the forms 
That in your treasure-chambers shall enact 
Glad mastership, and revel where you toil'd 
Sleepless and stem. Strange faces are they alL 

Oh, man ! whose wrinkling labour is for heirs 
Thou knowest not who, — thou in thy mouldering bed, 
Unkenn*d, unchronicled of them, shalt sleep ; 
Nor will they thank thee that thou didst bereave 
Thy soul of good for them. 

Now, thou mayst give 
The famish'd food, the prisoner liberty, 
Light to the darkened mind, to the lost soul 
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A place in heaven. Take thou the privilege 
With solemn gratitude. Speck as thou art 
Upon earth's surface, gloriously exult 
To be co-worker with the King of kings. 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791- 
— American. 
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TO MY INFANT DAUGHTER. 

There is no sound upon the night, 
As by the shaded lamp I trace, 

My babe, in smiHng beauty bright, 
The changes of thy sleeping face. 

Hallowed to us shall be the hour. 
Yea, sacred through all time to come. 

Which gave us thee, a Uving flower. 
To bless and beautify our home. 

Thy presence is a charm, which makes 
A new creation to my sight ; 

Gives hfe another hue, and makes 
The wither'd green, the faded bright 

Pure as a lily of the brook. 

Heaven's signet on thy forehead lies, 
And heaven is read in every look, 

My daughter, of thy soft blue eyes. 
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In sleep thy gentle spirit seems 

To some bright realms to wander back j 

And seraphs, mingling with thy dreams, 
Allure thee to their shining track. 

Already, like a vernal flower, 

I see thee opening to the Ught, 
And day by day, and hour by hour, 

Becoming more divinely bright. 

Yet in my gladness stirs a sigh. 

Even for the blessing of thy birth, 
Knowing how sins and sorrows try 

Mankind, and darken o'er the earth. 

Ah ! little dost thou ween, my child. 

The dangers of the way before ; 
How rocks in every path are piled, 

Which few, unharm'd, can clamber o'er. 

Sweet bud of beauty ! how wilt thou 
Endure the bitter tempest's strife 1 

Shall thy blue eyes be dimm'd, thy brow 
Indented by the cares of life ] 

If years are destined thine, alas! 

It may be — ah ! it must be so : 
For all that live and breathe, the glass 

Which must be quaflf'd is drugg'd with woe. 
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Yet, could a father's prayer avail 
So calm thy skies of life should be, 

That thou shouldst glide beneath the sail 
Of virtue, on a stormless sea : 

And ever on thy thoughts, my child. 
This sacred truth should be impressed — 

Grief clouds the soul to sin beguiled ; 
Who liveth best, God loveth best 

Across thy path Religion's star 
Should ever shed its healing ray. 

To lead thee from this world's vain jar, 
To scenes of peace and purer day. 

Shun Vice — ^the breath of her abode 
Is poison' d, though with roses strewn — 

And cling to Virtue ; though the road 
Be thorny, boldly travel on. 

Yes ; travel on — ^nor turn thee round. 

Though dark the way and deep the shade ; 

Till on that shore thy feet be found. 
Where bloom the palms that never fade. 

For thee I ask not riches — thou 
Wert wealthy with a spotless name ; 

I ask not beauty — for thy brow 
Is fair as Fancy's wish could claim. 
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Be thine a spirit loathing guilt, 

To duty wed, from malice free ; 
Be like thy Mother — and thou wilt 

Be all my soul desires to see ! 

D. M. MoiR, 1798-1851. 
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REVENGE OF INJURIES. 

The fairest action of our human life 
Is scorning to revenge an injury : 
For who forgives without a further strife, 
His adversary's heart to him doth tie. 
And 'tis a firmer conquest, truly said, 
To win the heart, than overthrow the head. 

If we a worthy enemy do find. 

To yield to worth it must be nobly done ; 
But if of baser metal be his mind. 

In base revenge there is no honour won. 
Who would a worthy courage overthrow. 
And who would wrestle with a worthless foe ? 

We say our hearts are great, and cannot yield ; 

Because they cannot yield, it proves them poor ; 
Great hearts are task'd beyond their power, but seld 
The weakest lion will the loudest roar. 
Truth's school for certain doth this same allow, 
High-heartedness doth sometimes teach to bow. 

E 
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A noble heart doth teach a virtuous scorn, 

To scorn to owe a duty overlong ; 
To scorn to be for benefits forborne ; 
To scorn a lie, to scorn to do a wrong. 
To scorn to bear an injury in mind ; 
To scorn a free-bom heart slave-like to bind. 

But if for wrongs we needs revenge must have. 
Then be our vengeance of the noblest kind ; 
Do we our body from his fury save. 

And let our hate prevail against our mind ! 
AVhat can 'gainst him a greater vengeance be, 
Than make his foe more worthy far than he ? 

Had Mariam scom'd to leave a due xmpaid, 

She would to Herod then have paid her love, 
And not have been by sullen passion sway'd. 
To fix her thoughts all injury above 
Is virtuous pride. Had Mariam thus been proud. 
Long famous life to her had been allowed. 

Lady Elizabeth Carew, — 1613. 



THE OLD ARM-CHAIR. 

I LOVE it, I love it ; and who shall dare 

To chide me for loving that old arm-chair 1 

I Ve treasured it long as a sainted prize ; 

I Ve bedewed it with tears, and embalm'd it with sighs. 
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Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart ; 
Not a tie will break, not a link will start 
Would ye learn the spell % — a mother sat there ; 
And a sacred thing is that old arm-chair. 

In childhood's hour I lingered near 

The halloVd seat with listening ear ; 

And gentle words that mother would give, 

To fit me to die, and teach me to live. 

She told me shame would never betide. 

With truth for my creed and God for my guide ; 

She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer, 

\s I knelt beside that old arm-chair. 

I sat and watched her many a day. 

When her eye grew dim and her locks were gray ; 

And I almost worshipped her when she smiled, 

And tum'd from her Bible, to bless her child. 

Years roll'd on ; but the last one sped — 

My idol was shattered ; my earth-star fled : 

I learnt how much the heart can bear. 

When I saw her die in that old arm-chair. 

'Tis past, 'tis past, but I gaze on it now 
With quivering breath and throbbing brow : 
HTwas there she nursed me ; 'twas there she died 
And memory flows with lava tide. 
Say it is folly, and deem me weak, 
While the scalding drops start down my cheek ; 
But I love it, I love it ; and cannot tear 
My soul firom a mother's old arm-chair. 

Eliza Cook, 18 18 — 
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THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 

A LESSON OF MUTUAL REGARD. 

A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long 
Had cheered the village with his song, 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended. 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, ' 

Began to feel, as well he might. 
The keen demands of appetite ; 
When, looking eagerly around. 
He spied far off, upon the ground, 
A something shining in the dark, 
And knew the glow-worm by his spark ; 
So stooping down from hawthorn top. 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent. 
Harangued him thus, right eloquent : — 
Did you admire my lamp, quoth he. 
As much as I your minstrelsy, 
You would abhor to do me wrong 
As much as I to spoil your song ; 
For 'twas the self-same Power divine 
Taught you to sing, and me to shine ; 
That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify and cheer the night. 
The songster heard his short oration, 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
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Released him, as my story tells, 
And found a supper somewhere else. 
Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real interest to discern \ 
That brother should not war with brother, 
And worry and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine by sweet consent, 
Till life's poor transient night is spent. 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 
Those Christians best deserve the name 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 

William Cowper, 1731-1800. 
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MY MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

Thy grave 's among a thousand graves, 
And no memorial marks the spot, 

Save the wild-flower that o'er it waves — 
The simple, sweet forget-me-not ; 

Yet well I know that little mound 

From all the countless heaps around. 
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At mom or eve, when wandering there, 

Within that city of the dead, 
It needs no stone, with sculpture fair, 

To lead me to thy narrow bed ; 
Ah ! no ; affection deep, sincere. 
Points to thy grave, my mother dear ! 

And oh 1 methinks 'tis sweeter far 
To rest in humble grave like thee, 

Where day's fair orb, or evening's star. 
Beams o'er the green turf bright and free ; 

And where the wilding flowers are seen 

Bursting the grassy blades between. 

And in that light that o'er thee streams. 
And in those flowerets budding forth, 

Methinks a something ever seems 
To tell me of thy spotless worth ; 

For in our little family bower 

Thou wert the sunshine and the flower. 

What boots it though no stone doth tell 
Who in that lone grave lowly lies — 

To me it hath a tongue ; — a spell 
That wakes a thousand sympathies — 

That brightens up departed years, 

As mom the misty landscape clears. 

Even now, I see thy loving look — 
I hear thy soothing voice again, 

Soft as the whisper of the brook 

Sweet stealing through some lonely glen. 
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And gentle as the breeze of June, 
'Mong fragrant fields at sunny noon. 

Yes, in that quiet, simple spot, 

'Tis meet thy sacred dust should lie ; 
And, oh ! though others heed it not, 

/ cannot coldly pass it by — 
For tender memories of thee 
Endear its very turf to me. 

Archibald Mackay, i8oi — 
-Ayrshire Garland, 



LOVE IN ADVERSITY, 

Not ours the vows of such as plight 

Their troth in sunny weather, 
When leaves are green, and skies are bright, 

To walk on flowers together. 

But we have loved as those who tread 

The thorny path of sorrow, 
With clouds above, and cause to dread 

Yet deeper gloom to-morrow. 

That thorny path, those stormy skies, 
Have drawn our spirits nearer ; 

And render'd us, by sorrow's ties. 
Each to the other dearer. 
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Love, bom in hours of joy and mirth, 

With mirth and joy may perish ; 
That to which darker hours gave birth 

Still more and more we cherish. 

It looks beyond the clouds of time, 
And through death's shadowy portal ; 

Made by adversity sublime, 
By faith and hope immortal. 

Bernard Barton, 1784-1849. 



I THINK OF THEE I 

I THINK of thee when jflies the gloom 
Of night before the dawning gray. 

And in my lonely, quiet room, 
I kneel in morning light to pray ; 

While my devotion's early flame 

Ascends to Heaven, from whence it came, 
I think of thee, though far away. 

I think of thee with still delight, 
When, gazing on thy portrait here, 

I give it, with creative might, 
A life and soul : thy smile grows clear, 

The eyes look meaningly and bright ; 

Again I have thee in my sight — 

My heart beats high — I feel thee near. 
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I think of thee when round me throng 
Our children dear, a gladsome band ; 

I see thy form their forms among ; 
And when they earnestly demand, 

" When will our mother come again V^ 

I soften my awakening pain 
With hope full soon to grasp thy hand. 



I think of thee where'er I gaze — 
The traces of thy hand I view ; 

I mark thy calm domestic ways ; 
In garden and in household too 

I see the tokens of thy skill. 
And everything around betrays 

Thy spirit hovering o'er us still. 

I think of thee in meadows green. 
And on the mountain's summit too ; 

Along the brook of silver sheen, 

'Mid all we have together seen ; 

In every place where we have been, 

Thy lovely vision comes between 
Mine eyes and everything they view ! 

I think of thee when in the west 

The sun sinks down, and day's eye closes. 
When darkness has our valleys dress'd, 

And all the earth in shade reposes ; 
Then, when my head lies down to rest, 
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Thy image o'er my pillow beams — 
I see thee all night in my dreams ! 

J. GOSTICK. 

— German of Neuffer. 
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"BEAR ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS!" 

I SAW a boy who towards his cottage home 
A heavy burden bore. The way was steep 
And rocky, and his little loaded arm 
Strain'd downward to its full extent, while wide 
The other horizontally was thrown, 
As if to counterpoise the painful weight 
That drew him towards the earth. 

A while he paused, 
And set his burden down, just where the path 
Grew more precipitous, and wiped his brow 
With his worn sleeve, and panting breathed long 

draughts 
Of the sweet air, while the hot summer sun 
Flamed o'er his forehead. 

But another boy, 
'Neath a cool poplar in a neighbouring field. 
Sat playing with his dog ; and from the grass 
Uprising, with light bound the coppice clear'd, 
And lent a vigorous hand to share the toil. 
So on they went together, grasping firm 
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The baskets handle with a right good will ; 

And while their young, clear voices met my ear, 

I recollected how the Bible said, 

" Bear one another's burdens," and perceived 

That to obey God's word was happiness. 

Then, as the bee gleans from the humblest flower. 

Sown by the wayside, honey for her hive, 

I treasured up the lesson ; and when eve 

Called home the labouring ox, and to its bed 

Wam'd the young bird, and shut the lily's cup, 

I took my little boy upon my knee, 

And told him of the basket-bearer's toil, 

And of the friend who help'd him. 

When his eye 
Swell'd full and round, and fix'd upon my face. 
Taking the story to his inmost soul, 
I said, " My son, be pitiful to all, 
And aid them when thou canst. 

"For God hath sown 
Sweet seeds within us, seeds of sympathy. 
Whose buds are virtues, such as bloom for heaven. 

" If thy young sister weepeth, kiss the tear 
From her smooth cheek, and soothe with tender words 
Her swelling breast ; or if a secret thorn 
Is in thy brother's bosom, draw it thence ; 
Or if thy playmate st)rroweth, lend an ear. 
And share with sympathy his weight of woe. 
And when thou art a man, my little one, 
Still keep thy spirit open to the ills 
Of foreigner and stranger, of the race 
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Whom Afric's sun hath darkened, and of those 
Poor red-broVd exiles from our forest shades, 
Where once they ruled supreme. 

" Thus shalt thou shun 
That selfishness which, wrapped in its own pride. 
Forgets alike the Giver and the grief 
Of those who mourn. 

" So mayst thou ever find 
Pity and love in thine own time of need. 
If on thy young heart, as a signet ring, 
Thou grav'st that motto from a Book Divine, 
Bear one another's burdens, and fulfil 
The law of Christ!''' 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791 — 



— American, 
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THE ORPHAN BOY'S TALK 

Stay, lady, stay, for mercy's sake. 

And Jiear a helpless orphan's tale ! 
Ah ! sure my looks must pity wake, 

'Tis want that makes my cheek so pale. 
Yet I was once a mother's pride. 

And my brave father's hope and joy ; 
But in the Nile's proud fight he died. 

And I am now an orphan boy. 
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Poor foolish child ! how pleased was I 

When news of Nelson's victory came, 
Along the crowded streets to fly, 

And see the lighted windows flame ! 
To force me home my mother sought, 

She could not bear to see my joy ; 
For with my father's life 'twas bought, 

And made me a poor orphan boy. 

The people's shouts were long and loud, 

My mother, shuddering, closed her ears ; 
"Rejoice ! rejoice !" still cried the crowd ; 

My mother answer'd with her tears. 
" Why are you crying thus," said I, 

"While others laugh and shout with joyi" 
She kiss'd me — and with such a sigh ! 

She call'd me her poor orphan boy. 

"What is an orphan boy?" I cried. 

As in her face I look'd, and smiled ; 
My mother through her tears replied, 

" You '11 know too soon, ill-fated child !" 
And now they 've toll'd my mother's knell, 

And I 'm no more a parent's joy ; 
O lady, I have leam'd too well 

What 'tis to be an orphan boy ! 

Oh ! were I by your bounty fed ! 

Nay, gentle lady, do not chide — 
Trust me, I mean to earn my bread ; 

The sailor's orphan boy has pride. 
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Lady, you weep ! — ^ha ! — this to me ? 

You'll give me clothing, food, employ? 
Look down, dear parents ! look, and see 

Your happy, happy orphan boy ! 

Mrs Amelia Opie, 1769-1853. 
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HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 

Daughter of Jove, relentless power, 

Thou tamer of the human breast, 
Whose iron scourge, and torturing hour. 

The bad affright, afflict the best ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain. 
The proud are taught to taste of pain. 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied, and alone. 

When first thy sire to send on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, designed. 
To thee he gave the heavenly birth. 

And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged nurse, thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore : 
What sorrow was, thou bad'st her know. 
And from her own she learn'd to melt at others' woe. 
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Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleasing Folly's idle brood, 
Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy, 

And leave us leisure to be good. 
Light they disperse, and with them go 
The summer fiiend, the flattering foe ; 
By vain Prosperity received. 
To her they vow their truth, and are again believed. 

Wisdom, in sable garb array'd, 

Immersed in rapturous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, silent maid, 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 
Still on thy solemn steps attend : 

Warm Charity, the general friend, ^. -. 

With Justice, to herself severe, * ^ 

And Pity, dropping soft the sadly-pleasing tear. 

Oh, gently on thy suppliant's head. 

Dread goddess, lay thy chastening hand ! 
Not in thy gorgon terrors clad. 

Nor circled with the vengeful band, *. 

(As by the impious thou art seen,) 
With thundering voice, and threatening mien. 
With screaming Horror's fimeral cry. 
Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty. 

Thy form benign, O goddess ! wear, 

Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philosophic train be there, 

To soften, not to wound my heart 
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The generous spark extinct revive ; 
Teach nae to love and to forgive ; 
Exact my own defects to scan, 
What others are, to feel, and know myself a man. 
Thomas Gray, 1716-1771. 



MY LOVE. 

•?■'*, Not as all other women are 

Is she that to my soul is dear ; 
Her glorious fancies come from far, 
Beneath the silver evening-star. 
And yet her heart is ever near. 

Great feelings hath she of her own. 
Which lesser souls may never know ; 
God giveth them to her alone. 
And sweet they are as any tone 
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow. 

Yet in herself she dwelleth not. 
Although no home were half so fair ; 
No simplest duty is forgot. 
Life hath no dim and lowly spot 
That doth not in her sunshine share. 
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She doeth little kindnesses, 

Which most leave undone, or despise ; 

For naught that sets one heart at ease. 

And giveth happiness or peace, 

Is low-esteemed in her eyes. 

She hath no scorn of common things, 
And, though she seem of other birth. 
Round us her heart entwines and chngs, 
And patiently she folds her wings 
To tread the humble paths of earth. 

Blessing she is : God made her so. 
And deeds of weekday holiness 
Fall from her noiseless as the snow, 
Nor hath she ever chanced to know 
That aught were easier than to bless. 

She is most fair, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly harmonise ; 
Feeling or thought that was not true 
Ne'er made less beautiful the blue 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes. 

She is a woman : one in whom 
The spring-time of her childish years 
Hath never lost its fre^ perfume, 
Though knowing well that life hath room 
For many blights and many tears. 

F 
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I love her with a love as still 
As a broad river's peaceful might, 
Which, by high tower and lowly mill, 
Goes wand'ring at its own sweet will, 
And yet doth ever flow aright 

. And, on its full, deep breast serene. 
Like quiet isles my duties lie ; 
It flows around them and between. 
And makes them fresh and fair and green, 
Sweet homes wherein to hve and die. 

J. R. Lowell, 1819- 

-American, 



MOTHERWARDSl 

They tell me of an Indian tree, 

Which howsoever the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom wide and higli — 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the Hfe that fills and warms 

Its grateful being first had birth ; 
*Tis thus, though woo'd by flattering friends, 

And fed with fame, (if fame it be,) 
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This heart, my own dear mother, bends 
With love's true instinct, back to thee ! 

Thomas Moore, 17 79- 185 2. 
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WEDDED LOVFS FIRST HOMK 

'TwAS far beyond yon mountains, dear, we plighted 

vows of love. 
The ocean wave was at our feet, the autumn sky 

above. 
The pebbly shore was covered o'er with many a varied 

shell, 
And on the billows' curling spray the sunbeams 

glittering fell 
The storm has vex'd that billow oft, and oft that sun 

has set, 
But plighted love remains with us, in peace and lustre 

yet 
I wiled thee to a lonely haunt, that bashful love might 

speak. 
Where none could hear what love reveal'd, or see the 

crimson cheek ; 
The shore was all deserted, and we wander'd there 

alone, 
And not a human step impress'd the sand-beach but 

our own ; 
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The footsteps all have vanished from the billow-beaten 

strand — 
The vows we breathed remain with us —they were not 

traced in sand. 
Far, far, we left the sea-girt shore, endear'd by child- 
hood's dream, 
To seek the humble cot that smiled by fair Ohio's 

stream. 
In vain the mountain cliff opposed, the mountain 

torrent roared, 
For love unfurl'd her silken wing, and o'er each barrier 

soar'd ; 
And many a wide domain we passed, and many an 

ample dome. 
But none so bless'd, so dear to us, as wedded love's 

first home. 
Beyond these mountains now are all that e'er we loved 

or knew. 
The long remember'd many, and the dearly cherish'd 

few; 
The home of her we value, and the grave of him we 

mourn. 
Are there ; and there is all the past to which the heart 

can turn ; 
But dearer scenes surround us here, and lovelier joys 

we trace, 
For here is wedded love's first home — its hallow'd 

resting place. 
— Western Souvenir, 
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MERCY. 

The quality of Mercy is not strain'd ; 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 

Upon the place beneath. It is twice bless'd ; 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown. 

His sceptre shews the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty. 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings : 

But mercy is above the sceptred sway ; 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings j 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then shew likest God's 

When mercy seasons justice. 

W. Shakespeare, 15 64-1 6 16. 
-Merchant of Venice, 



MY MOTHER'S VOICE. 

My mother's voice ! how often creep 
Its accents on my lonely hours ! 

Like healing sent on wings of sleep, 
Or dew to the unconscious flowers. 
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I can forget her melting prayer 

While leaping pulses madly fly, 
But in the still unbroken air, 

Her gentle tones come stealing by — 
And years, and sin, and folly flee, 
And leave me at my mother's knee. 

The evening hours, the birds, the flowers, 

The starlight, moonlight — all that 's meet 
For heaven in this lost world of ours — 

Remind me of her teachings sweet 
My heart is harder, and perhaps 

My thoughtlessness hath drunk up tears ; 
And there 's a mildew in the lapse 

Of a few swift and chequer'd years — 
But nature's book is even yet 
With all my mother's lessons writ 

I have been out at eventide 

Beneath a moonlight sky of spring, • 
When earth was gamish'd like a bride. 

And night had on her silver wing — 
When bursting leaves, and diamond grass, 

And waters leaping to the light. 
And all that make the pulses pass 

With wilder fleetness, throng'd the night — 
When all was beauty — then have I 

With friends on whom my love is flung 
Like myrrh on winds of Araby, 

Gazed up where evening's lamp is hung : 
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And when the beautiful spirit there 

Flung over me its golden chain, 
My mother's voice came on the air 

Like the hght dropping of the rain — 
And, resting on some silver star 

The spirit of a bended knee, 
I 've poufd out low and fennent prayer 

That our eternity might be 
To rise in heaven, hke star-s at night, 
And tread a Hving path of Hght 

I have been on the dewy hills. 

When night was stealing from the dawn, 
And mist was on the waking rills 

And tints were delicately drawn 
In the gray East — when birds were waking, 

With a low murmur in the trees. 
And melody by fits was breaking 

Upon the whisper of the breeze — 
And this when I was forth, perchance 
As a worn reveller from the dance — 

And when the sun sprang gloriously 
And freely up, and hill and river 

Were catching upon wave and tree 
The arrows from his subtle quiver — 

I say a voice has thrill'd me then. 
Heard on the still and rushing light, 

Or^ creeping from the silent glen, 
Like words from the departing night, 

Hath stricken me, and I have pressed 
On the wet grass my fevefd brow. 
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And pouring forth the earliest, 
First prayer, with which I leam'd to bow, 

Have felt my mother's spirit rush 
Upon me as in by-past years. 

And, yielding to the blessed gush 
Of my ungovernable tears. 

Have risen up — the gay, the wild — 

Subdued and humble as a child. 

N. P. Willis, 1807- 
-American, 
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SPOTLESS LOVE. 

Mary, since first I knew thee, to this hour. 

My love hath deepened, with my wiser sense 

Of what in woman is to reverence : 

Thy clear heart, fresh as e'er was forest flower, 

Still opens more to me its beauteous dower : — 

But let praise hush — Love asks no evidence 

To prove itself well-placed : we know not whence 

It gleans the straws that thatch its humble bower : 

We can but say we found it in the heart. 

Spring of all sweetest thoughts, arch foe of blame, 

Sower of flowers in the dusty mart, 

Pure vestal of the poef s holy flame, — 

This is enough, and we have done our part 

If we but keep it spotless as it came. 

James Russell Lowell, 181 9 — 
-American. 
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ON SLAVERY. 

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 

Some boundless contiguity of shade, 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

Might never reach me more ! My ear is pain'd, 

My soul is sick with every day's report 

Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fiU'd. 

There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart — 

It does not feel for man. That natural bond 

Of brotherhood is severed as the flax 

That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 

Not coloured like his own, and, having power 

To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause, 

Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey ! 

Lands intersected by a narrow firth 

Abhor each other. Mountains interposed 

Make enemies of nations, who had else 

Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 

And worse than all, and most to be deplored. 

As human nature's broadest, foulest blot, 

Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 

With stripes that Mercy with a bleeding heart 

Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast ! 

Then what is man ] And what man seeing this, 

And having human feelings, does not blush 
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And hang his head, to think himself a man ] 
I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
To cany me, to fan me while I sleep, 
And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever eam'd. 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my hearf s 
Just estimation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave. 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home — then why abroad ] 
And they themselves, once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lungs 
Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 
They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 
That 's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then, 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire, that where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

W. CowPER, 1 731-1800. 
—Tk€ Task. 
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THE BEGGAR'S PETITION. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man ! 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door, 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span, 

Oh ! give relief, and Heaven will bless your store. 

These tattefd clothes my poverty bespeak. 

These hoary locks proclaim my lengthened years ; 

And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek, 
Has been the channel to a stream of tears. 

Yon house, erected on the rising ground. 

With tempting aspect drew me from my road, 

For plenty there a residence has found, 
And grandeur a magnificent abode. 

(Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor !) 
Here craving for a morsel of their bread, 

A pampered menial forced me firom the door, 
To seek a shelter in a humbler shed. 

Oh ! take me to your hospitable dome. 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold I 

Short is my passage to the fiiendly tomb. 
For I am poor, and miserably old. 
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Should I reveal the source of every grief, 
If soft humanity e*er touch*d your breast, 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief, 
And tears of pity could not be repressed. 

Heaven sends misfortunes — ^why should we repine ? 

Tis Heaven has brought me to the state you see : 
And your condition may be soon like mine, 

The child of sorrow, and of misery. 

A little farm was my paternal lot, 

Then, like the lark, I sprightly haird the mom ; 
But ah ! oppression forced me from my cot ; 

My cattle died, and blighted was my com. 

My daughter — once the comfort of my age ! 

Lured by a villain from her native home, 
Is cast, abandoned, on the world's wide stage, 

And doomed in scanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife — sweet soother of my care ! 

Stmck with sad anguish at the stem decree, 
Fell — ^lingering fell, a victim to despair, 

And left the world to wretchedness and me. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man I 

Whose trembling limbs have bome him to your door, 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span. 

Oh ! give relief, and Heaven will bless your store. 
Rev. Thomas Moss, 1769. 
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FORGIVE! 

O God ! my sins are manifold, against my life they 

cry, 
And all my guilty deeds foregone, up to Thy temple 

fly; 
Wilt Thou release my trembling soul, that to despair 

is driven ] 
" Forgive !'* a blessed voice replied, " and thou shalt 

be forgiven!" 

My foemen, Lord ! are fierce and feH, they spurn me 

in their pride, 
They render evil for my good, my patience they deride ; 
Arise, O King ! and be the proud to righteous ruin 

driven! 
" Forgive !" an awful answer came, "as thou wouldst 

be forgiven!" 

Seven times, O Lord ! I pardoned them, seven times 
they sinn'd again ; 

They practise still to work me woe, they triumph in 
my pain ; 

But let them dread my vengeance now, to just resent- 
ment driven ! 

" Forgive !" the voice of thunder spake, " or never be 
foXigiven !" 

Bishop Heber, 1783-1826. 
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MY OWN TRUE-HEARTED WIFEl 

I SIT beside my gentle one : 

Her hand is laid in mine ; 
And thus we watch the parting sun 

In golden haze decline. 
Across the fields the shadows creep, 

And up the misty hill ; 
And we our twilight vigils keep, 

At our own cottage-sill. 

The distant brooklet's murmurs come, 

Like bell-notes through the leaves ; 
And many an insect's mazy hum 

Its dreamy music weaves. 
The dove's last note, in rippling beats, 

Upon the air departs ; 
The breath of all our garden sweets 

Is creeping to our hearts. 

The russet woodbine round our porch 

In clustering ringlets twines ; 
The honeysuckle's crimson torch 

Gleams through the dusty vines ; 
The sunset rays are trembling now 

Amid the trellis-bars — 
They paint upon my darling's brow 

A glory like the stars. 
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Her cheek is nestling on my breast, 

Her eyes are bright with tears ; 
A prayer, half-breathed and half-represt, 

My listening spirit hears. 
Oh ! blessed be the changeless love 

That glorifies my life ! 
All doubt, all fear, all guile above — 

My own true-hearted wife ! 

— American Miscellany, 

CHARITY TRIUMPHANT. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
Than ever man pronounced, or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 
That thought can reach, or science can define ; 
And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire ; 
Or had I faith like that which Isr'ael saw. 
When Moses gave them miracles and law ; 
Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest. 
Were not thy power exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded prayer ; 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair ; 
A tymbal's sound were better than my voice ; 
My faith were form ; my eloquence were noise : 
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Charity, decent, modest, easy, kind, 
Softens tlie hig^ and reais the abject mmd ; *^ 
Knows with just reins and gentle hand to guide, 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 
Not soon proToked, idie easily forgi^fsj 
And much she suffers, as she much j^jweves. 
Soft peace she brinp wherever she ai^ives ; 
She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives ; 
LajTS the rough paths of peevish nature even. 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift, which God on man bestows. 
Its proper bounds, and due reflection knows ; 
To one fix'd purpose dedicates its power. 
And finishing its act, exists no more. 
Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Klnowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease ; 
But lasting Charity's more ^ple sway, 
Nor bound by Time, nor subject to decay, 
In happy triumph shall for ever live, 
And endless good difPiise, and endless praise 
receive. 

As through the artist's intervening glass. 
Our eye observes the distant planets pass ; 
A httle we discover ; but allow, 
That more remains unseen than art can show ; 
So while our mind its knowledge would improve, 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above,) 
High as we may, we lift our reason up, 
By Faith directed, and confirmed by Hope ; 
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Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams, and promises of day. 
Heaven's fuller influence mocks our dazzled sight, 
Too great its swiftness, and too great its light 

But soon the mediate cloud shall be dispell'd ; 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith, and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy ; 
Whilst thou more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three, 
Thy office and thy nature still the same. 
Lasting thy lamp, and unconsumed thy flame, 

Shalt still survive 

Shalt stand before the host of heaven confessed. 
For ever blessing, and for ever blessed. 

Matthew Prior, 1664-1721. 
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FRIENDSHIP DEFINED. 

Love, nature's plot, this great 'creation's soul, 
The being and the harmony of things, 

Doth still preserve and propagate the whole. 
From whence man's happiness and safety springs : 
G 
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The earliest, whitest, blessedest times did draw,^ 
From her alone their universal law. 

Friendship 's an abstract of this noble flame, 
*Tis love refined and purged fi*om all its dross, 

The next to angePs love, if not tbe saitte^ 
As strong as passion is, though aot so gross : 

It antidates a glad eternity 

And is an heaven in epitome. 

Thick waters shew no images of things ; 

Friends are each other's mirrors, and should be 
Clearer than crystal or the mountain-springs. 

And fi:ee fi*om clouds, design, or flattery.— 
For vulgar souls no part of Friendship share ; 
Poets and friends are bom to what they are. 

Mrs KIatherine Philips, 1631-1664. 



TO MY WIFE, 

WITH THE PRESENT OF A RING ON OUR WEDDING-DAY. 

Thee, Mary, with this ring I wed, — 
So, sixteen years ago I said. 
Behold another ring — for what 1 
To wed thee o'er again — why not 1 
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W^th that first ring I married youth, 

Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth. 

Taste long admired, sense long revered. 

And all my Mary then appeared. 

If she, by merit since disclosed. 

Prove twice Hifi woman I supposed, 

I plead that double merit now. 

To justify a double vow. 

Here, then, to-day (with faith as sure. 

With ardour as intense and pure, 

As when, amidst the rites divine, 

I took thy troth and plighted mine) 

To thee, sweet girl, my second ring, 

A token and a pledge I bring : 

With this I wed till death us part, , 

Thy riper virtues to my heart : 

Those virtues, which, before untried. 

The wife has added to the bride : 

' Those virtues, whose progressive claim. 

Endearing wedlock's very name. 

My soul enjoys, my song approves. 

For conscience' sake, as well as love's. 

For why ? — they shew^ me hour by hour. 

Honour's high thought, affection's power, 

Discretion's deed, sound judgment's sentence, 

And teach me ajl things — ^but repentance. 

— Gentleman's Magazine. 
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A FATHER TO HIS MOTHERLESS 
CHILDREN. 

Come, gather closer to my side, 
*My little smitten flock I 
And I will tell of him who brought 

Pure water from the rock ; 
Who boldly led God's people forth 

From Egypt's wrath and guile, 
And once a cradled babe did float 

All helpless on the Nile. 

You 're weary, precious ones, your eyes 

Are wandering far and wide ; 
Think ye of her who knew so well 

Your tender thought to guide l 
Who could to wisdom's sacred lore 

Your fix'd attention claim 1 
Ah ! never from your hearts erase 

That blessed mother's name. 

'Tis time to sing your evening hymn, 

My youngest infant dove ! 
Come, press your velvet cheek to mine, 

And learn the lay of love ; 
My sheltering arms can clasp you all, 

My poor deserted throng ! 
Cling as you used to cling to her 

Who sings the angel's song. 
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Begin, sweet birds, the accustom'd strain ; 

Come, warble loud and clear ; 
Alas ! alas ! you 're weeping all, 

You 're sobbing in my ear. 
Good-night — go say the prayer she taught 

Beside yo^r little bed ; 
The lips that used to bless you there ♦ 

Are silent with the dead. 

A father's hand your course may guide 

Amid the thorns of life, 
His care protect those shrinking plants 

That dread the storms of strife ; 
But who, upon your infant hearts, 

Shall like that mother write ? 
Who touch the strings that rule the soul 1 

Dear, smitten flock, good night ! 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791- 
((/r^American. 
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CASA WAPPY. 

[Casa Wappy was the self-conferred pet name of an infant son of 
the poet, snatched away after a very brief illness.] 

And hast thou sought thy heavenly home, 

Our fond, dear boy — 
The realms where sorrow dare not come, 

Where life is joy] 
Pure at thy death as at thy birth. 
Thy spirit caught no taint from earth ; 
Even by its bliss we mete our dearth, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Despair was in our last farewell, 

As closed thine eye ; 
Tears of our anguish may not tell 

When thou didst die ; 
Words may not paint our grief for thee. 
Sighs are but bubbles on the sea 
Of our unfathom'd agony, 

Casa Wappy J 

Thou wert a vision of delight 

To bless us given ; 
Beauty embodied to our sight, 

A type of heaven : 
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So dear to us thou wert, thou art 
Even less thine own self than a part 
Of mine and of thy mother's heart, 
Casa Wappy I 

Thy bright brief day knew no decline, 

'Twas cloudless joy ; 
Sunrise and night alone were thine, 

Beloved boy ! 
This mom beheld thee blithe and gay, 
That found thee prostrate in decay, 
And e'er a third shone, clay was clay, 
Casa Wappy 1 

Gem of our hearth, our household pride. 

Earth's undefiled ; 
Could love have saved, thou hadst not died. 

Our dear, sweet child ! 
Humbly we bow to Fate's decree ; 
Yet had we hoped that Time should see 
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee, 
Casa Wappy 1 

Do what I may, go where I will, 

Thou meef St my sight \ 
There dost thou glide before me still— 

A form of light ! 
I feel thy breath upon my cheek — 
I see thee smile, I hear thee speak — 
Till oh ! my heart is like to break, 
Casa Wappy 1 
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Methinks thou smil'st before me now, 

With glance of stealth ; 
The hair thrown back from thy full brow 

In buoyant health : 
I see thine eyes* deep violet light, 
Thy dimpled cheek camation'd bright. 
Thy clasping arms so round and white, 
Casa Wappy! 

The nursery shews thy pictmred wall, 

Thy bat, thy bow. 
Thy cloak and bonnet, club and ball ; 

But where art thou ? 
A comer holds thine empty chair. 
Thy playthings idly scattered there, 
But speak to us of our despair, 
Ciasa Wappy ! 

Even to the last thy every word — 

To glad, to grieve — 
Was sweet as sweetest song of bird 

On summer's eve ; 
In outward beauty undeca/d. 
Death o'er thy spirit cast no shade, 
. And like the rainbow thou didst fade, 
Casa Wappy 1 

We mourn for thee when blind blank night 

The chamber fills ; 
We pine for thee when mom's first light 

Reddens the hills; 
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The sun, the moon, the stars, the sea, 
All, to the wall-flower and wild pea, 
Are changed — ^we saw the world through thee, 
Casa Wappy ! 

And though, perchance, a smile may gleam 

Of casual mirth. 
It doth not own, whatever may seem, 

An inward birth : 
We miss thy small step on the stair ; 
We miss thee at thine evening prayer ! 
All day we miss thee, everywhere, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Snows muffled earth when thou didst go, 

In life's spring bloom, 
Down to the appointed house below, 

The silent tomb. 
But now the green leaves of the tree, 
The cuckoo and " the busy bee," 
Return — ^but with them bring not thee, 
Casa Wappy ! 

'Tis so ; but can it be (while flowers 

Revive again) — 
Man's doom, in death that we and ours 

For aye remain ] 
Oh, can it be, that o'er the grave 
The grass renew'd, should yearly wave. 
Yet God forget our child to save ? — 
Casa Wappy I 
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It cannot be : for were it so 

Thus man could die, 
Life were a mockery, Thought were woe, 

And Truth a lie ; 
Heaven were a coinage of the brain, 
Religion frenzy. Virtue vain. 
And all our hopes to meet again, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Then be to us, O dear, lost child ! 

With beam of love, 
A star, death's uncongenial wild 

Smiling above ; 
Soon, soon thy Uttle feet have trod 
The skyward path, the seraph's road, 
That led thee back from man to Gk)d, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Yet 'tis sweet balm to our despair, 

Fond, fairest boy, 
That heaven is God's, and thou art there, 

With Him in joy : 
There past are death and all its woes, 
There beauty's stream for ever flows, 
And pleasure's day no sunset knows, 
Casa Wappy! 

Farewell, then — for a while, farewell — 

Pride of my heart ! 
It cannot be that long we dwell 

Thus torn apart : 
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Time's shadows like the shuttle flee : 
And, dark howe'er life's night may be, 
Beyond the grave I '11 meet with thee, 
Casa Wappy ! 

D. M. MoiR, 1790-185 1. 



TRUE WORSHIP. 

" Pure religion, and undefiled, before God and the Father, is this : 
To visit the widow and the fatherless in their affliction, and 
to keep himself unspotted from the world." — James i. 27. 

The Pagan's myths through marble lips are spoken, 
And ghosts of old Beliefs still flit and moan 

Round fane and altar overthrown and broken, 
O'er tree-grown barrow and gray ring of stone. 

Blind Faith had martyrs in those old high places, 
The Syrian hill-grove and the Druid's wood. 

With mother's offering to the Fiend's embraces 
Bone of their bone, and blood of their own blood. 

Red altars, kindling through that night of error. 
Smoked with warm blood beneath the cruel eye 

Of lawless Power and sanguinary Terror, 
Throned on the circle of a pitiless sky ; 
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Beneath whose baleful shadow,* overcastmg 
All heaven above, and blighting earth below, 

The scouige grew red, the lip grew pale with fasting, 
And man's oblation was his fear and woe ! 



Then through great temples swell'd the dismal moaning 
Of dirge4ike music and sepulchral pra3rer ; 

Pale wizard priests, o'er occult symbols droning, 
Swung theu: white censers in the burden'd air : 



As if the pomp of rituals, and the savour 

Of gums and spices, could the Unseen please ; 

As if His ear cotdd bend, with childish favour. 
To the poor flattery of the organ kejrs ! 

Feet red from war-fields trod the church-aisles holy 
With trembling reverence ; and the oppressor there, 

Kneeling before his priest, abased and lowly, 

Crushed human hearts beneath his knee of prayer. 

Not such the service the benignant Father 
Requireth at His earthly children's hands : 

Not the poor oflfering of vain rites, but rather 
The simple duty man from man demands. 

For Earth he asks it : the full joy of Heaven 
Knoweth no change of waning or increase ; 

The great heart of the Infinite beats even, 
UntrouMed flows the river of His peace. 



A 
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He asks no taper lights, on high surrounding 
The priestly altar and the saintly grave. 

No dolorous chant nor organ music sounding, 
Nor incense clouding up the twilight nave. 

For he whom Jesus loved hath truly spoken : 
The holier worship which He deigns to bless 

Restores the lost, and binds the spirit-broken, 
And feeds the widow and the fatherless ! 

Types of our human weakness and our sorrow ! 

Who lives unhaunted by his loved ones dead ? 
Who, with vain longing, seeketh not to borrow 

From stranger eyes the home-lights which have fled 1 

O brother man ! fold to thy heart thy brother ; 

Where pity dwells, the peace of God is there ; 
To worship rightly is to love each other. 

Each smile a hymn, each kindly deed a prayer. 

Follow with reverent steps the great example 
Of Him whose holy work was " doing good f 

So shall the wide earth seem our Father's temple. 
Each loving Ufe a psalm of gratitude. 

Then shall all shackles fall ; the stormy clangour 
Of wild war music o'er the earth shall cease ; 

Love shall tread out the baleful fire of anger, 
And in its ashes plant the tree of peace ! 

John G. Whittier 1808. — 

— American, 
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LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. 

Love me little, love me long, 
Is the burden of my song, 
Love that is too hot and strong 

Burneth soon to waste : 
Still I would not have thee cold. 
Not too backward or too bold, 
Love that lasteth till 'tis old 

Fadeth not in haste. 
Love me little, love me long. 
Is the burden of my song. 

If thou lovest me too much. 

It will not prove as true a touch ; 

Love me little, more than such, 

For I fear the end : 
I am with little well content. 
And a little from thee sent 
Is enough, with true intent, 

To be steadfast, friend. 
Love me little, love me long, &c. 

Say thou lov'st me while thou Hve, 
I to thee my love will give. 
Never dreaming to deceive. 

While that Ufe endures : 
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Nay, and after death, in sooth, 

I to thee will keep my trut^, 

As now when in my May of youth 

This my love assures. 
Love me little, love me long, &c. 

Constant love is moderate ever, 
And it will through life persbver. 
Give me that with true endeavour, 

I will it restore : 
A suit of durance let it be. 
For all weathers that for me, 
For the land or for the sea. 

Lasting evermore. 
Love me little, love me long, &c. 

Winter's cold or summer's heat. 
Autumn's tempests on it beat, 
It can never know defeat, 

Never can rebel : 
Such the love that I would gain, 
Such the love, I tell thee plain, 
Thou must give or woo in Vain ; 

So to thee, farewell I 
Love me little, love me long, &a 

Anonymous, 1569. 
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COMPASSION.— THE BEGGAR MAN. 

Around the fire, one wintry night, 
The farmer's rosy children sat ; 

The faggot lent its blazing light, 

And jokes went round, and careless chat. 

When, hark ! a gentle hand they hear 
Low tapping at the bolted door. 

And thus to gain their willing ear, 
A feeble voice was heard implore : — 

" Cold blows the blast across the moor. 
The sleet drives hissing in the wind ; 

Yon toilsome mountain lies before, 
A dreary treeless waste behind. 

" My eyes are weak and dim with age. 
No road, no path can I descry ; 

And these poor rags ill stand the rage 
Of such a keen inclement sky. 

" So faint I am, these tottering feet 
No more my palsied frame can bear ; 

My freezing heart forgets to beat, 
And drifting snows my tomb prepare. 
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" Open your hospitable door, 

And shield me from the biting blast \ 

Cold, cold it blows across the moor. 
The weary moor that I have pass'd." 

With hasty steps the farmer ran. 
And close beside the fire they place 

The poor half-frozen beggar man. 

With shaking limbs and pale blue face. 

The little children flocking came, 

And chafed his frozen hands in theirs, 

And busily the good old dame 
A comfortable mess prepares. 

Their kindness cheer'd his drooping soul, 
And slowly down his wrinkled cheek 

The big round tear was seen to roll, 
And told the thanks he could not speaL 

The children then began to sigh, 

And all their merry chat was o*er. 
And yet they felt, they knew not why. 

More glad than they had done before. 

Miss Aikin. 
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LOVE UNCHANGEABLE. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

Oh no ! it is an ever-fixfed mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth 's unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love 's not Time's fool, though rosy Hps and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 

But bears it out e'en to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

W. Shakspeare, 1 5 64-1 6 1 6. 
— Sonnet, 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 
That loVst to greet the early morn. 

Again thou usher'st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 
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O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast 1 

That sacred hour can I forget ! — 

Can I forget the hallowed grove 
Where by the winding Ayr we met 

To live one day of parting love ! 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past ! 
Thy image at our last embrace — 

Ah 1 little thought we 'twas our last ! 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 
The flowers sprung wanton to be press'd, 

The birds sung love on every spray, 
Till too, too soon the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of wingfed day. 

Still o'er these scenes my memory wakes, 

And fondly broods, with miser care ; 
Time but the impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest % 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear^st thou the groans that rend his breast? 
Robert Burns, i 759-1 796. 
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TASTE LIFE'S GLAD MOMENTS. 

Taste Life's glad moments, 
Whilst the wasting taper glows ; 

Plucky ere it withers, 
The quicklf-^uling rose. 

Man blindly follows grief and care. 
He seeks for thorns and finds his share, 
Whilst violets to the passing air 
Unheeded shed their blossoms. 
Taste Life's, &a 

When tim'ious Nature veils her form, 
And rolling thunder spreads alarm, 
Then, ah ! how sweet when, lulled the storm, 
The sun shines forth at even. 
Taste Life's, &c. 

When spleen and envy anxious flies. 
And meek content, in humble guise, 
Improves the shrub, a tree will rise, 
Which golden fruits shall yield him. 
Taste Life's, &c. 

Who fosters faith in upright breast, 
And fireely gives to the distressed. 
There sweet contentment builds her nest, 
And flutters round his bosom. 
Taste Life's, &c. 
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And when life's path grows dark and strait, 
And pressing ills on ills await, 
Then Friendship, sorrow to abate, 
The helping hand will offer. 
Taste Life's, &c. 

She dries his tears, she strews his way. 
E'en to the grave, with flow'rets gay ; 
Turns night to morn, and mom to day, 
And pleasure still increases. 
Taste Life's, &c. 

Of life she is the fairest band. 
Joins brothers truly hand in hand, 
Thus, onward to a better land, 
Man journeys light and cheerily. 
Taste Life's, &c. 

Sir A Boswell, 1775-1822. 
-From the German. 
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AE GUDE TURN DESERVES ANITHER. 

Ye mauna be proud, although ye be great, 
The puirest body is still your brither ; 

The king may come in the cadger's gate — 
Ae gude turn deserves anither. 
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Tlie hale o* us rise frae the same cauld clay, 
Ae hour we bloom, ae hour we wither; 

Let ilk help ither to dimb the brae— 
Ae gude turn deserves anither. 

The highest among us are unco wee, 

Frae Heaven we get a' our gifts thegither ; 

Hoard na, man, what ye get sae free ! — 
Ae gude turn deserves anither. 

life is a weary journey alane, 

mthe 's the road when we wend wi' ither ; 
Mutual gieing is mutual gain — 

Ae gude turn deserves anither. 

Jambs Ballantine, 1808 — 



THE BRIDE. 

The bridal veil hangs o'er her brow, 
The ring of gold is on her finger, 

Her lips have breathed the marriage vow- 
Why would she at the altar linger? 

Why wears her gentle brow a shade ? 

Why dim her eye, when doubt is over? 
Why does her slender form for aid 

Lean tremblingly upon her lover? 
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Is it a feeling of regret 

For solemn vows so lately spoken ? 
Is it a fear, scarce own'd as yet, 

That her new ties may soon be broken 1 

Oh no ! such causes darken not 

The cloud that 's swiftly passing o'er her ; ' 
Hers is a fair and happy lot, 

And bright the path that lies before her. 

Her heart has long been freely given 
To him who now her hand possessing, 

Through patient years has fondly striven 
To merit well the precious blessing. 

It is the thought of untried years 
That, to her spirit strongly chnging, 

Is dimming her blue eye with tears. 
And o'er her face a shade is flinging : 

It is the thought of duties new, 
Of wishes that may prove deceiving ; — 

Of all she hopes, yet fears to do, 

Of all she loves, and all she 's leaving : 

It is the thought of bygone days, 

Of them, the fond, and gentle-hearted. 

Who meet not now her tearful gaze — 
The dear, the absent, the departed ! 
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Oh ! who can manrel that the bride 
Should leave the sacred altar weeping ; 

Or who would seek those tears to chide, 
That fresh and green her heart are keeping ? 

Not he who with a lover's care, 
f And husband's pride, is fondly guiding 
Her trembling steps ; for he can share 
The gentle thoughts that need no chiding. 

Soon love for him those tears will chase, 

And smiles re-light her eye with gladness ; 
And none wiU blame, who truly trace 
To its pure source, her transient sadn<aiB. 
-Taifs Magamne^ 1834. 

GENTLE WORDS. 

Use gentle words, for who can tell 

The blessings they impart % 
How oft they fall (as manna fell) 

On some nigh-fainting heart ! 

In lonely wilds by light-wing'd birds 

Rare seeds have oft been sown ; 
And hope has sprung from gentle words, 

Where only griefs had grown. 

Anonymous, 
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ON AN ANCIENT WEDDING RING. 

I LIKE that ring, that ancient ring, 

Of massive form and virgin gold, 
As firm, as free from base alloy, 

As were the sterling hearts of old. 
I like it — for it wafts me back. 

Far, far along the stream of time^ 
To other men, and other days. 

The men and days of deeds sublime. 
But most I like it, as it tells 

The tale of well-requited love ; 
How youthful fondness persevered, 

And youthful faith disdained to rove ; — 
How warmly he his suit preferred, 

Though she, unpitying, long denied, 
Till soften'd and subdued, at last. 

He won his fair and blooming bride ; — 
How, till the appointed day arrived, 

^ They blamed the lazy-footed hours ; — 
How then the white-robed maiden train 

Strew'd their glad way with freshest flowers ; — 
And how, before the holy man. 

They stood in all theii* youthful pride. 
And spoke those words, and voVd those vows. 

Which bind the husband to his bride. — 
All this it tells ; — the plighted troth. 

The gift of every earthly thing. 
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The hand in hand, the heart in heart : 

For this I like that ancient ring. — 
I like its old and quaint device : 

Two blended hearts, though time may wear them, 
No mortal change, no mortal chance, 

" Till death " shall e'er in sunder tear them — 
Year after year, 'neath sun and storm, 

Their hopes in heaven, their trust in God, 
In changeless, heartfelt, holy love. 

These two the world's rough pathway trod. 
Age might impair their youthful fires. 

Their strength might fail mid Hfe*s bleak weather, 
Still, hand in hand, they travelled on ; 

Kind souls 1 they slumber now together. 
I like its simple posy too, 

" Mine own dear love, this heart is thine !" 
Thine, when the dark clouds howl along, 

As when the cloudless sunbeams shine. 
"This heart is thine, mine own dear love !" 

Thine, and thine only, and for ever. 
Thine, till the springs of life shall fail — 

Thine, till the chords of Hfe shall sever. 
Remnant of days departed long, 

Emblem of plighted troth unbroken. 
Pledge of devoted faithfulness. 

Of heartfelt, holy love the token — 
What varied feelings round it cling ! 
For these, I like that ancient ring. 

G. W. DoANE, 1799 — 
— American. 
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SILENT LOVE 

You say I love not, 'cause I do not play 
Still with your ringlets, and kiss time away ; 
By love's religion, I must here confess it, 
The most I love when I the least express it ! 
Small gifts find tongues ; full casks are ever found 
To give, if any, yet but little sound : 
Deep waters noiseless are ; and this we know, 
That chiding streams betray small depth below ; 
So when love speechless is, it doth express 
A dl^^ in love, and that depth bottomless. 
Now since my love is tongueless, know me such 
Who speaks but little, 'cause I love so much. 

Robert Herrick, 15 91-1660. 



AGE, ITS PLEASURES. 

Stamp'd with its signet, that ingenuous brow, 
And 'mid his old hereditary trees. 
Trees he has climb'd so oft, he sits and sees 
His children's children playing round his knees. 
Then happiest, youngest, when the quoit is flung, 
When side by side the archers' bows are strung : 
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His to prescribe the place, adjudge the prize, 
Env3dng no more the young their energies 
Than they an old man, when his words are wise ; 
His a delight how pure, without alloy : 
Strong in their strength, rejoicing in their joy ! 
Now in their turn assisting, they repay 
The anxious cares of many and many a day ; 
And now by those he loves relieved, restored. 
His very wants and weaknesses afford 
A feeling of enjoyment In his walks. 
Leaning on them, how oft he stops and talks, 
While they look up ! Their questions, their replies, 
Fresh as the welling waters, round him rise. 
Gladdening his spirit : and, his theme the past, 
How eloquent he is ! His thoughts flow fast ; 
And while his heart (oh, can the heart grow old ? 
False are the tales that in the world are told !) 
Swells in his voice, he knows not where to end ; 
Like one discoursing of an absent friend. 

Samuel Rogers, 1762-1855. 
— Pleasures of Memory, 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is 9. handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 
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I never saw a fairer, 
I never lo'ed a dearer, 
And neist my heart I '11 wear her, 
For fear my jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

The warld's wrack, we share o 't. 
The wrastle and the care o 't, 
Wr her I '11 blithely bear it, 
And think my lot divine. 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 



LOVE UNDER TRIAL. 

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknown. 

And its pleasures in all their new lustre begin, 
When we hve in a bright-beaming world of our own, 

And the light that surrounds us is all ifrom within ; 
Oh, 'tis not, believe me, in that happy time 

We can love, as in hours of less transport we may : 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, 'tis the gay sunny prime, 

But affection is truest when these fade away. 



126 SONGS OF 



When we see the first glory of youth pass us by, 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return ; 
When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so 
high, 

First tastes of the other, the dark-flowing urn ; 
Then, then is the time when afiection holds sway 

With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew : 
Love, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as they, 

But the love bom of Sorrow, like sorrow is true. 

In climes fiill of sunshine, though splendid the flowers, 

Their sighs have no fireshness, their odour no worth ; 
'Tis the cloud and the mist of our own Isle of showers. 

That call the rich spirit of firagrancy forth. 
So it is not 'mid splendour, prosperity, mirth, 

That the depth of Love's generous spirit appears ; 
To the sunshine of smiles it may first owe its birth, 

But the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 
Thomas Moore, 1779-1852. 



THE VILLAGE PREACHER. 

A PICTURE OF DUTY, CHARITY, AND MERCY. 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled, 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild. 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 
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A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year ; 

Remote from towns, he ran his godly race, 

Nor e'er had changed, nor wished to change, his place j 

Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power. 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had leam'd to prize. 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 

His house was known to all the vagrant train ; 
He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his guest, 
Whose beard descending swept his aged breast ; 
The ruin'd spendthrift now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allowed ; 
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay. 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away \ 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and shew'd how fields were 

won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man leam'd to glow. 
And quite forgot their vices in their wo ; 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched lias his pride, 
And even his failings leaned to virtue's side ; 
But, in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, he pray*d and felt for all ; 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt her new-fledged offspring to the skies, 
He tried each art, reproved each dull delay. 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
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Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 
And torrpWy guilt, and pain, by turns disma3r'd, 
The reverend champion stood. At his control 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise, 
And his last fEdtering accents whispered praise. 

At churchy with meek and unaffected grace. 
His looks adom'd the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway ; 
And fools, who came to sco£^ remain'd to pray. 
The service past, around the pious man. 
With ready zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 
Even children foUow'd with endearing wile. 
And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man's smile } 
His ready smile a parents warmth expressed, 
Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
As some tall cliff that lifts its awful foraa, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm ; 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread. 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Oliver GoLpsMiTH, 17 28-1 7 74. 
^The Deserted Vill^e. , 
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THE YOUNG WIFE'S APPEAL. 

You took me, Henry, when a girl, into your home and 

heart, 
To bear in all your after-fate a fond and faithftd part ; 
And tell me, have I ever tried that duty to forego, 
Or pined there was not joy for me when you were sunk 

in woe % 

No, I would rather share your grief than other people's 

glee; 
For though you're nothing to the world, you're all the 

world to me. 
You make a palace of my shed, this rough-hewn bench 

a throne ; 
There 's sunlight for me in your smile, and music in 

your tone. 

I look upon you when you sleep — my eyes with tears 

grow dim ; 
I cry, " O Parent of the poor, look down from heaven 

on him! 
Behold him toil, from day to day, exhausting strength 

and soul. 
Look down in mercy on him, Lord, for Thou canst 

make him whole!" 

And when, at last, relieving sleep has on my eyelids 

smiled. 
How oft are they forbid to close in slumber by my child ! 
I 
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I take the little munntirer that spoils my span of rest, 
And fed it is a part of thee I hold upon my breast 

There'sonlyoneretumlcraye — Imaynotneeditlong — 
And it may soothe thee when I'm where the wretched 

fed no wrong, 
I ask not for a kinder tone, for thou wert ever kind; 
I ask not for less frugal &re — ^my fare I do not mind. 

I ask not for more gay attire — ^if sudi as I have got 
SuflSkre to make me &ir to . thee, for more I murmiur not ; 
But I would ask some share of hours that you in toil 

bestow; 
Of kifowled^ that you prize so mudi, may I not some- 

thingknowt 

Subtract from meetings amongst men each eve an hour 

for me ; 
Make me companion for your soul, as I may surely be ; 
If you will read, I '11 sit and work ; then think, when 

you're away, 
Less tedious I shall find the time, dear Henry, of your 

stay. 

A meet companion soon I '11 be for e'en your studious 
hours. 

And teacher of those little ones you call your cottage- 
flowers: 

Andif webe not rich and great, we maybe wise and kind ; 

And as my heart can warm your heart, so may my mind 
your mind ! 

Anonymous. 
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON. 

WRITTEN FOR A PICTURE. 

I LOVE to look on a scene like this, 

Of wild and careless play, 
And persuade myself that I am not old, 

And my locks are not yet gray ; 
For it stirs the blood in an old man's heart, 

And makes his pulses fly, 
To catch the thrill of a happy voice. 

And the light of a pleasant eye. 

I have walk'd the world for fourscore years ; 

And they say that I am old, 
And my heart is ripe for the reaper, death, 

And my years are well nigh told. 
It is very true ; it is very true j 

I 'm old, and " I bide my time :" 
But my heart will leap at a scene like this, 

And I half renew my prime. 

Play on, play on ; I am with you there, 

In the midst of your merry ring ; 
I can feel the thrill of the daring jump, 

And the rush of the breathless swing. 
I hide with you in the fragrant hay, 

I whoop the smothered call. 
And my feet slip up on the seedy floor. 

And I care not for the fall 
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I am willing to die when my time shall come, 

And I shall be glad to go ; 
For the world at best is a weary place, 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart will fail 

In treading its gloomy way ; 
And it wiles my heart from its dreariness. 

To see the young so gay. 

N. P. Willis, 1807— 
-American, 



"THERE'S A SILVER LINING TO EVERY 
CLOUD.'* 

The poet or priest who told us this 

Served mankind in the holiest way ; 
For it Ht up the earth with the star of bliss 

That beacons the soul with cheerful ray. 
Too often we wander, despairing and blind. 

Breathing our useless murmurs aloud ; 
But 'tis kinder to bid us seek and find 

" A silver lining to every cloud." 

May we not walk in the dingle ground 

When nothing but Winter's dead leaves are seen ; 
But search beneath them, and peeping around 

Are the young spring-tufts of blue and green . 
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'Tis a beautiful eye that ever perceives 
The Immortal illuming Mortality's crowd ; 

'Tis a saving creed that thijks and believes 
" There 's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Let us look closely before we condemn 

Bushes that bear nor bloom nor fruit ; 
There may not be beauty in leaves or stem, 

But virtue may dwell far down at the root ; 
And let us beware how we utterly spurn 

Brothers that seem all cold and proud ; 
If their bosoms were open'd, perchance we might learn 

" There 's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Let us not cast out Mercy and Truth, 

When Guilt is before us in chains and shame ; 
When Passion and Vice have cankered youth, 

And Age lives on with a branded name : 
Something of good may still be there. 

Though its voice may never be heard aloud ; 
For, while black with the vapours of pestilent air, 

" There 's a silver lining to every cloud." 

Sad are the sorrows that oftentimes come. 

Heavy and dull, and blighting and chill ; 
Shutting the light from our heart and our home, 

Marring our hopes and defying our will ; 
But let us not sink beneath the woe, 

Tis well, perchance, we are tried and bow'd ; 
For be sure, though we may not oft see it below, 

" There 's a silver lining to every cloud." 
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And when stem Death, with sdceleton hand. 

Has snatch'd the flower that grew m our breast; 
Do we not thmk of a fairv land. 

Where the lost are found, and the weaiy at rest) 
Oh ! the hope of the unknown Future springs 

In its purest strength o'er the cofiQin and shroud, 
The shadow is dense, but Faith's spirit-voice sings 

" There 's a silver lining to every doud.". 

EluzA Cook, i8i8— 
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THE INFANT'S PRAYER. 

The west had shut its gate of gold 

Upon the parting sun, 
And through each window's curtaining fold 

Lamps glimmered one by one ; 
And many a babe had sunk to rest. 
And many a tender mother's breast 

Still lulled its darling care. 
When in a nurser/s quiet bound. 
With fond affection circled round, 

I heard an infant's prayer. 
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Yes, there it knelt ; its cherub fax:e 

Upraised with earnest air ; 
And well devotion's l|eaven-bom grace 

Became a brow so fair. 
Yet seldom at our Father's throne 
Such glad and happy child is known 

So tearfully to strive ; 
For long, with trembling ardour fraught, 
That supplicating lip besought, 

" Please God, let Lilly live." 



And still went up the imploring strain, 

That little couch beside. 
As if for "poor sick Lilly's pain," 

It could not be denied. 
E'en when the balm of slumber stole 
With soothing influence o'er the soul. 

Like moonlight o'er the stream, 
The murmuring tone, the sobbing strife, 
The broken plea for Lilly's life, 

Mix'd with the infant dreaio. 



So Lilly lived, but not where time 

Is measured out by woes ; 
Not where stem winter chills the clime. 

Or canker eats the rose. 
And she who for that darling friend 
In agonising love did bend. 
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To pour the simple prayer, 
Safe from the pang, the groan, the dart, 
That grieve the mourning parent's heart, 
Lives with her Lilly there. 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791- 
-Api^rican. 
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BE KIND TO EACH OTHER! 

Be kind to each other ! 

The night 's coming on, 
When friend and when brother 

Perchance may be gone ! 
Then 'midst our dejection, 

How sweet to have eam'd 
The blest recollection 

Of kindness — rdurtidt 

When day hath departed, 

And memory keeps 
Her watch, broken-hearted, 

Where all she loved sleeps ! 
Let falsehood assail not. 

Nor envy disprove — 
I^t trifles prevail not 

Against those you love \ 
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Nor change with to-morrow, 

Should fortune take wing, 
But the deeper the sorrow. 

The closer still cling ! 
Oh, be kind to each other 1 

The night 's coming on. 
When friend and when brother 

Perchance may be gone ! 

Charles Swain, 1803 — 



AFFECTION. 

Touched by the magic hand of those we love, 
A trifle will of consequence appear ; 

A flower, a blade of grass, a pin, a glove, ' 
A scrap of paper, will become most dear. 

And is that being happy, whose cold heart 
Feels not, nor comprehends this source of joy? 

To whom a trifle can no bliss impart. 

Who throw them careless by, deface, destroy? 

Yes, they are happy ; if the insensate rocks 
Which the rude ocean beats, or softly laves, 

Rejoice that they are moved not by the shocks 
Which hurl full many to untimely graves. 
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Yesf, they are happy; if the pohsh'd gem. 
On which the son in varied colour plays, 

Rejoices that its lustre comes fixnn him. 
And glows delighted to reflect his rays. 

Not else. Though hearts so exquisitely form'd 
Fed misery a thousand diflfeient ways ; 

Yet, when by love of friendship's power warmM, 
One look whole days of misery repays. 

One look, one word, one kind endearing smile, 
Can fix>m the mind each painful image blot ; 

The voice we love to hear can pain beguile, 
listenings the world beside is all foigot 

Though sharp the pang which friendship slighted 
gives, 

Though to the eye a tear may force its way ; 
The cause removed, when hope again revives, 

Light beats the heart, and cheerful smiles the day. 

True, when we 're forced to part from those we love, 
*Tis like the pang when soul and body 's riven ; 

But when we meet, the spirit soars above. 
And tastes the exquisite deb'ghts of heaven. 

Mine be the feeling heart ; for who would fear 
To pass the dreary vale of death's abode. 

If certain, at the end, they should be near, 
And feel the smile of a benignant God 1 

Mrs Susanna Rowson, 1762-1824. 

— American, 
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OUR EARLY LOVED. 

Our early loved — how their memory clings 

To the hearts that love no more ! 
Like a rose that still in its sweetness springs 

Where a garden's pride is o'er ; 
Though the weeds and thorns may have long defaced 

The place of the perish'd flowers, 
Yet that lingerer gladdens the cheerless waste 

With the bloom of its brighter hours 1 

Our early loved — ^hath their after-path 

From our steps far parted been % 
Hath the hand of power, or the flame of wrath. 

On life's barriers risen between % 
Yet still, in our dreams, their shadows come 

O'er the parting waste of years — 
Though the path is mark'd with many a tomb, 

And its sands are wet with tears ! 

They come, with a light left far behind 

On the distant mountain's brow, 
Where the sunrise shone on the waking mind 

That is dark with shadows now ; 
But even as the morning star returns 

To brighten the evening shades, 
The lamp of their memory brighter bums 

As the spirit's daylight fades. 
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Our early loved — have we found them changed 

In the gloom of our winter days, 
And their bright locks blanch'd^ and their looks 
estranged, 

Till they scarce retum'd our gaze 1 
But ^ in the land where storms or Time 

Can no longer sear or chill, 
In the light of our memory's cloudless clime 

We shall find them changeless stilL 

Hath the grass on the grave grown rankly green, 

Where we laid, so long ago, 
Our first affections, all unseen, 

In their deep and quenchless glowl 
Alas 1 for the dust so darkly piled 

O'er the bright but buried gem ; 
But safe are the treasures Death hath seal'd — 

" For there comes no change on them ! " 

We may love again — and the later ties 

Of life may be bright and strong — 
But if broken, never in memory's eyes 

Will their fragments shine so long ; 
And the shrines of our childhood's stainless faith, 

We may leave them far and cold — 
But the heart still turns to the stars of youth 

With a love that ne'er grows old. 

Frances Brown, i8i8 — 
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A CHANT FOR RAGGED SCHOOLS. 

Come, gentle folks, come, semple folks, 

Of high and low degree. 
And listen to our joyous song. 

And view our merry glee : 
For vice and want have fled away. 

While virtue marches on, 
And joyous are our grateful hearts, 

That vice and want are gone. 

By you our infant minds are taught. 

Our infant hands are trained 
To practise useful arts, by which 

An honest living's gain'd. 
And oh, how sweet the coarsest fare. 

By honest labour won ! 
And oh, how dear the humblest home 

That we can call our own 1 

Your gen'rous efforts God will speed 

To help us on our way ; 
From us our mothers learn to read, 

Our fathers learn to pray. 
And 'mid the dark and gloomy dens 

Of poverty's abode, 
Each ragged child inspired becomes 

A minister of God. 
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Then give us all your sympathies, 

And lend us all your aid ; 
Be sure a present sacrifice 

Shall amply be repaid. 
By you the breach is closed between 

The humble and the high, 
And, warm'd by love, the earth becomes 
. A transcript of the sky. 

James Ballantine, 1808- 
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THE VALE OF LOVE. 

I KNOW a dear, a lovely spot, 
A scene of sunshine and of flowers, 
And gladly would I fix my lot 
Amid its smiling lawns and bowers j 
There rippling waters softly play, 
TeUing to blossom'd banks their tale, 
And Music's notes and Pleasure's lay 
Glide gaily through that joyous Vale. 

Yet, think not that in bowers and brooks 
Its best and dearest charm is found. 
Oh i 'tis the home of one whose looks 
Shed hght, and hope, and spring around ; 
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And were it changed to trackless sand, 
Love's magic wand the scene would hail, 
And flowers and fruit of fairy land 
Would flourish in that desert Vale. 

Anonymous. 
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ANGEL OF CHARITY. 

Angel of Charity, who, from above, 

Comest to dwell a pilgrim here. 
Thy voice is music, thy smile is love, 

And Pity's soul is in thy tear. 
When on the shrine of God were laid 

First-fruits of all most good and fair 
That ever bloom'd in Eden's shade. 

Thine was the hoHest offering there. 

Hope and her sister, Faith, were given 

But as our guides to yonder sky ; 
Soon as they reach the verge of heaven, 

There, lost in perfect bliss, they die. 
But, long as Love, Almighty Love, 

ShaU on his throne of thrones abide. 
Thou, Charity, shall dwell above. 

Smiling for ever by his side. 

Thomas Moore, 1779-1852. 
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THE POET TO HIS WIFK 

Hqw many summers^ love, 

Have Ibeen thinef 
How many dsLj% thou dove, 

ELast thott been mine? 
Time, like the wingM wind. 

When 't bends the flowers^ 
Hath left no mark behind 

To count the hours 1 
i 
Some weig^ of thou^^t, though loth, 

On thee he leaves; 
Some lines of care round both 

Perhaps he weaves ; 
Some fears — a soft regret 

For joys scarce known — 
Sweet looks we half forget ; — 

All else is flown I 

Ah, with that thankless heart 

I mourn and sing 1 
Look, where our children start, 

Like sudden spring ! 
With tongues all sweet and low, 

Like a pleasant rhyme, 
They tell how much I owe 

To thee and Time. 

B. W. Procter, 1790 — 
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LOVFS LOWLINESS. 

True Love is but a humble, low-bom thing, 

And hath its food served up in earthen ware ; 

It is a thing to walk with, hand in hand, 

Through the every-dayness of this work-day world, 

Baring its tender feet to every roughness. 

Yet letting not one heart-beat go astray 

From Beauty's law of plainness and content ; 

A simple, fireside thing, whose quiet smile 

Can warm earth's poorest hovel to a home ; 

Which, when our autumn cometh, as it must. 

And life in the chill wind shivers bare and leafless. 

Shall still be blest with Indiansummer youth 

In bleak November, and, with thankful heart. 

Smile on its ample stores of gamefd finit, 

As full of sunshine to our aged eyes 

As when it nursed the blossoms of our spring. 

Such is true Love, which steals into the heart 

With feet as silent as the lightsome dawn 

That kisses smooth the rough brows of the dark, 

And hath its will through blissful gentleness, — 

Not like a rocket, which, with savage glare. 

Whirs suddenly up, then bursts, and leaves the night 

Painfully quivering on the dazfed eyes ; 

A love that gives and takes, that seeth faults, 

Not with flaw-seeking eyes like needle points. 

But, loving kindly, ever looks them down 

With the overcoming faith of meek forgiveness ; 

K 
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A love that shall be new and fresh each hour, 

As is the golden mystery of sunset, 

Or the sweet coming of the evening star, 

Alike, and yet most unlike, every day. 

And seeming ever best and fairest now; 

A love that doth not kneel for what it seeks. 

But feces Truth and Beauty as their peer, 

Shewing its worthiness of noble thoughts 

By a clear sense of inward nobleness ; 

A love that in its object findeth not 

All grace and beauty, and enough to sate 

Its thirst of blessing, but, in all of good 

Found there, it sees but Heaven-granted types 

Of good and beauty in the soul of man. 

And traces, in the simplest heart that beats, 

A family likeness to its chosen one, 

That claims of it the rights of brotherhood. 

For love is -blind but with the fleshly eye, 

That so its inner sight may be more clear ; 

And outward shows of beauty only so 

Are needful at the first, as is a hand 

To guide and to uphold an infant's steps : 

Great spirits need them not : their earnest look 

Pierces the body's mask of thin disguise. 

And beauty ever is to them reveaFd, 

Behind the unshapeliest, meanest lump of clay, 

With arms outstretched and eager face a-blaze, 

Learning to be but understood and loved. 

J. R. Lowell, 18 19 — 
— American, 
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THE MAIR THAT YE GIE, AYE THE MAIR 
WILL YE GET. 

Gae nourish the feeble, gae shelter the sma', 
Gae succour your freend when his back 's at the wa', 
A gift gi'en in kindness aye brings blessings wi't, 
The mair that ye gie, aye the mair will ye get 

The farmer wha'd see his fields loaded wi' grain, 
His hand in the sawing-time maunna restrain ; 
Poor starved nither'd land never gae muckle yet ; 
The mair that ye gie, aye the mair will ye get 

The stream feeds the forest that shades its clear brow, 
The forest woos rain cluds that flood the stream fu', 
The rain cluds that fa' are wi' bahny dews met ; 
The mair that ye gie, aye the mair will ye get. 

The rich canna use a' that's fa'en to their share, 
The poorest, gin willing, hae something to spare j 
Then share what ye hae, though an unca wee bit ; 
The mair that ye gie, aye the mair will ye get. 

James Ballantine, 1808 — 



V. 
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TO MY MOTHER. 

And canst thou, Mother, for a moment think, 

That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honours on thy weary head. 

Could from our best of duties ever shrink ? 

Sooner the sun from his high sphere should sink 
Than we, ungrateful, leave thee in that day, 
To pine in solitude that life away. 

Or shun thee, tottering on the grave's cold brink. 

Banish the thought ! — ^where'er our steps may roam, 
O'er smiling plains, or wastes without a tree. 
Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee. 

And paint the pleasures of thy peaceful home ; 

While duty bids us all thy griefs assuage, 

And smooth the pillow of thy sinking age. 

H. KiRKE White, 1785-1806. 



BROTHER, COME HOME! 

Come home ! 
Would I could send my spirit o'er the deep, 
Would I could wing it like a bird to thee, 
To commune with thy thoughts, to fill thy sleep 
With these unwearying words of melody, 
Brother, come home ! 
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Come home ! 
Come to the hearts that love thee, to the eyes 

That beam in brightness but to gladden thine ; 
Come where fond thoughts like hoHest incense rise, 
Where cherished memory rears her altar's shrine. 
Brother, come home ! 

Come home ! 
Come to the hearth-stone of thy earlier days. 

Come to the ark, like the o'er-wearied dove. 
Come with the sunlight of thy heart's warm rays. 
Come to the fireside circle of thy love. 
Brother, come home ! 

Come home ! 
It is not home without thee ; the lone seat 

Is still unclaimed where thou were wont to be ; 
In every echo of returning feet 

In vain we list for what should herald thee. 
Brother, come home ! 

Come home ! 
We've nursed for thee the sunny buds of spring, 
Watch'd every germ a full-blown flow'ret rear. 
Saw o'er their bloom the chilly winter bring 
Its icy garlands, and thou art not here. 
Brother, come home I 

Come home ! 
Would I could send my spirit o'er the deep, 
Would I could wing it like a bird to thee. 
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To commune with thy thou^ts, to fin thy sleep 
With these unwearying words of melody, 
Brother, come home I 
— Amerkan Newspaper. 



FRIENDSHIP. 

What virtue, or what mental grace, 
But men unqualified and base 

WiU boast in their possession 1 
Frofiision apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart, 

And dulness of discretion. 

If every polish'd gem we find. 
Illuminating heart or mind. 

Provoke to imitation ; 
No wonder fiiendship does the same, 
That jewel of the purest flame, 

Or rather constellation. 

No knave but boldly will pretend . 
The requisites that form a fiiend, 

A real and a sound one ; 
Nor any fool he would deceive. 
But prove as ready to believe, 

And dream that he had found one. 
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Candid, and generous, and just. 
Boys care but little whom they trust, 

An error soon corrected — 
For who but learns in riper years 
That man, when smoothest he appears, 

Is most to be suspected 1 

But here again a danger lies. 
Lest, having misapplied our eyes. 

And taken trash for treasure, 
We should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair ; 

Nor is it wise complaining. 
If, either on forbidden ground. 
Or where it was not to be found, 

We sought without attaining. 

No friendship will abide the test. 
That stands on sordid interest, 

Or mean self-love erected \ 
Nor such as may awhile subsist 
Between the sot and sensualist. 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who seek a friend should come disposed 
To exhibit, in full bloom disclosed. 
The graces and the beauties 
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That form the character he seeks. 
For 'tis a union that bespeaks 
Reciprocated duties. 

Mutual attention is implied, 
And equal truth on either side, 

And constantly supported ; 
"Us senseless arrogance to accuse 
Another of sinister views, 

Our own as much distorted. 

But will sincerity suffice ? 
It is indeed above all price^ 

And must be made the basis ; 
But every virtue of the soul 
Must constitute the charming whole. 

All shining in their places. 

A fretful temper will divide 

The closest knot that may be tied. 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion ; 
A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 

At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 

In hopes of permanent delight — 

The secret just committed, 
Foigetting its important weight, 
They drop through mere desire to prate, 

And by themselves outwitted. 
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How bright soe'er the prospect seems, 
All thoughts of friendship are but dreams, 

If envy chance to creep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed. 
May prove a dangerous foe indeed, 

But not a friend worth keeping. 

As Envy pines at good possessed, 
So Jealousy looks forth distressed 

On good that seems approaching ; 
And, if success his steps attend, 
Discerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him for encroaching. 

. Hence authors of illustrious name, 
Unless belied by common fame, 

Are sadly prone to quarrel. 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise, 
And pluck each other's laurel. 

A man renown'd for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 

With friendship's finest feeling. 
Will thrust a dagger at your breast, 
And say he wounded you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Whoever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers, will be sure to hear 
The trumpet of contention ; 
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Aspersion is the babblei's trade, 
To listen is to lend him aid. 
And rush into dissension. 

A friendship that in frequent fits 
Of controversial rage emits 

The sparks of disputation, 
like hand-in-hand insurance-plates, 
Most unavoidably creates 

The thouf^t df conflagration. 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole, 

Their humour yet so various — 
They manifest their whole life through 
The needle's deviations too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete : 

Plebeians must surrender, 
And yield so much to noble folk, 
it is combining fire with smoke, 

Obscurity with splendour. 

Some are so placid and serene, 
(As Irish bogs are always green,) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 
And are indeed a bog, that bears 
Your unparticipated cares 

Unmoved and without quaking. 
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Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous poUtics 

Without an eflfervescence, 
Like that of salts with lemon juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 

A friendly coalescence. 

Religion should extinguish strife, 
And make a calm of human life ; 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points which God has left at large. 
How freely will they meet and charge ! 

No combatants are stiffer. 

To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no expense of argument, 

No cutting and contriving — 
Seeking a real friend, we seem 
To adopt the chemist's golden dream. 

With still less hope of thriving. 

Sometimes the fault is all our own, 
Some blemish in due time made known 

By trespass or omission ; 
Sometimes occasion brings to light 
Our friend's defect, long hid from sight, 

And even from suspicion. 

Then judge yourself, and prove your man 
As circumspectly as you can. 
And, having made election, 
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Beware no n^ligence of yoursy 
Such as a friend but ill endures, 
Enfeeble bis affection. 

That secrets are a sacred trust, 

That Mends should be sincere and just, 

That constancy befits them. 
Are observations on the case. 
That savour much of commonplace, 

And all the world admits them. 

But 'tis not timber, lead, and stone. 
An architect requires alone 

To finish a fine building — 
The palace were but half complete. 
If he could possibly forget 

The carving and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thumps upon your back 

How he esteems your merit, 
Is such a friend, that one had need 
Be very much his friend indeed 

To pardon or to bear it. 

As similarity of mind, 

Or something not to be defined. 

First fixes our attention ; 
So manners decent and polite. 
The same we practised at first sight. 

Must save it fi-om declension. 
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Some act upon this prudent plan, 
** Say little, and hear all you can." 

Safe policy, but hateful — 
So barren sands imbibe the shower, 
But render neither fruit nor flower, 

Unpleasant and ungrateful 

The man I trust, if shy to me, 
Shall find me as reserved as he. 

No subterfuge or pleading 
Shall win my confidence again ; 
I will by no means entertain 

A spy on my proceeding. 

These samples — for, alas ! at last 
These are but samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet unmention'd — 
May prove the task a task indeed. 
In which 'tis much if we succeed. 

However well intention'd. 

Pursue the search, and you will find 
Good sense and knowledge of mankind 

To be at least expedient. 
And, after summing all the res^ 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingredient 

The noblest Friendship ever shown 
The Saviour's history makes known. 
Though some have tum'd and tum'd it ; 
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Andf whether being crazed or blind, 
Or seeking with a biass'd mind, 
Ha«k Bot, it seems, discem'd it 

O Friendship ! if my soul forego ^ 

Thy dear delights while here below. 

To mortify and grieve me, 
May I myself at last appear 
Unworthy, base, and insincere. 

Or msLj my fiiend deceive me ! 

William Cowpek, i 731-1800. 



THE BROTHERS. 

We are but two — ^the others sleep 
Through Death's untroubled night ; 

We are but two— Oh, let us keep 
The link that binds us bright. 

Heart leaps to heart — ^the sacred deed 
, That warms us is the same ; 
That good old man — his honest blood 
AUke we fondly claim. 

We in one mother's arms were lock'd — 

Long be her love repaid ; 
In the same cradle we were rock'd, 

Round the same hearth we play'd. 
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Our boyish sports were all the same, 

Each little joy and woe ; — 
Let manhood keep alive the flame,; 

Lit up so long ago. 

We are but two — be that the band 

To hold us till we die ; 
Shoulder to shoulder let us stand, 
Till side by side we He. 

Charles Sprague, 1791 — 
'American. 



GENTLE AND WEDDED LOVK 

A FRAGMENT. 

It was a lovely sight to witness, when. 
Returning from his toil or mountain sport, 
Hilarion reach'd his home. By the rude door 
Grew sycamore and limes, whose boughs hung down 
Like woman's tresses, and around whose trunks 
The honeysuckle wound its fragrant arms ; 
And laurel always green, and myrtles, which 
Shook their white buds beneath the summer moon, 
Were there ; and there, expecting his return, 
The gentle Auria, who each happy day 
Gathered her fairest fruits to welcome him. 
Soft was the evening's greeting ; — one long kiss 



^ 
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Received and given told a world of love^ 

And many a question ask'd how absencepass'd 

Was 4MR^^ tendeily, and lovely fears 

At timSVould fill the eyes, and ease the heart — 

^-One chOd, like Auria &ir, and with such \oo}l^ 

As Hebe might, in early in&ncy, 

Have cast on Juno, when that skyey queen 

fust shew'd her unto Jove smih'ng, was bom : 

A gentle link of love, yet finner &r 

Than bonds, (though usefiil these,) or forcM vows 

Was that £ur child, who firom each parent's heart 

Drew joy, and by communicable signs 

(More beautiM than words) and murmured sounds. 

Nature's imperfect utterance, told its own, 

And carried to the others' hearts delight 

Gentle and wedded Love, how fair art thou, — 

How rich, how very rich, yet freed of blame. 

How calm and how secure ! — the perfect hours 

Pass onwards to futurity with thee, 

Without a sigh or backward look of sorrow : 

Pleasantly on they pass, never delayed 

By doubt, or vain remorse, or desperate fear. 

Bu^ in thy train. Beauty and blooming Joy 

Pass hand in hand, and young-eyed Hope, whose 

glance 
(Not dimm'd, yet soften'd by a touch of care) 
Looks forward still ; and serious Happiness 
Lies on thy heart, a safe and sheltered guest 
— New Monthly Magazine^ 1821. 
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PARTING OF THE WIDOWS SON. 

Yon slender boy his bark hath launched 

On life's deceitfiil tide ; 
His balmy years of childhood o'er, 

He goes without a guide, 
Amid the stir and strife of men 

His devious course to run, 
The tempter and the snare to bide — 

God bless the widow's son ! 

He tumeth from the pleasant door. 

And from the garden fair. 
Where with his little spade he wrought 

Beneath a mother's care ; 
He bears his head like manhood high, 

Yet tears their course will run. 
When on his stranger-bed he rests — 

God bless the widow's son ! 

Say ye he goeth forth alone 

To dare the eventful field 1 
No, no ! a spell is round him thrown, 

Like adamantine shield, — 
A mournful mother's fervent prayer ! 

So, till his life is done. 
Till time and toil and change are o'er, 

God bless the widow's son I 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791 — 
'American. 

L 
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"JAMIE'S ON THE STORMY SEA!" 

Ere the twilight bat was flitting, 
In the sunset, at her knitting, 
Sang a lonely maiden, sitting 

Underneath her threshold tree ; 
And, as daylight died before us, 
And the vesper-star shone o'er us. 
Fitful rose her tender chorus — 

" Jamie 's on the stormy sea ! " 

Warmly shone that sunset glowing, 
Sweetly breathed the young flowers blowing, 
Earth, with beauty overflowing, 

Seem'd the home of love to be, 
As those angel-tones ascending, 
With the scene and season blending. 
Ever had the same low ending — 

" Jamie 's on the stormy sea ! " 

Curfew bells remotely ringing, 
Mingled with that sweet voice singing j 
And the last red rays seem'd clinging 
Lingeringly to tower and tree. 
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Nearer as I came, and nearer, 
Finer rose the notes and clearer ; 
Oh I 'twas heaven itself to hear her — 
"Jamie's on the stormy seal* 

" Blow, ye west winds ! blandly hover 
O'er the bark that bears my lover ; 
Gently blow, and bear him over 

To his own dear home and me ; 
For, when night winds bend the willow, 
Sleep forsakes my lonely pillow, 
Thinking of the foaming billow — 

Jamie 's on the stormy sea ! " 

How could I but list, but linger, 
To the song, and near the singer, 
Sweetly wooing Heaven to bring her 

Jamie from the stormy sea ! 
And, while yet her lips did name me, 
Forth I sprang — ^my heart overcame me — 
" Grieve no more, sweet, I am Jamie, 

Home retum'd to love and thee ! " 
D. M. MoiR, 1798-185 1. 
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PARENTS LOVE. 

Young Love ! what have thy dreams above, 

Thy hope, thy gladness, thy despair, 
That with the parent's painful love 
May dare compare 1 

Thy hopes are like the misty cloud, 

Thy gladness like the shrinking stream, 
Thy loud despair all over-loud. 
Thy life a dream ! 

But deeper than the unfathom'd main. 
The parent's voiceless love e'er lies ; 
And oh ! the dread, the death, the pain, 
When all hope dies ! 

B. W. Procter, 179 



GIVE! 

See the rivers flowing 
Downward to the sea. 
Pouring all their treasures 
Bountiful and free — 
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Yet to help their giving 
Hidden springs arise ; 
Or, if need be, showers 
Feed them from the skies ! 

Watch the princely flowers 
Their rich fragrance spread, 
Load the air with perfumes. 
From their beauty shed — 
Yet their lavish spending 
Leaves them not in dearth, 
With fresh Hfe replenished 
By their mother earth ! 

Give thy heart's best treasures ! 
From fair Nature learn ; 
Give thy love, — and ask not, 
Wait not a return ! 
And the more thou spendest 
From thy little store. 
With a double bounty, 
God will give thee more. 

Adelaide Anne Procter. 
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MY MOTHER. 

I KNOW not if my motfaei^s eyes 
Would find me changed in slighter things : 
I've wandefd beneath many skies, 
And tasted of some bitter springs; 
And many leaves, onoe &ir and gay, 
From youth's full flower have dropp'd away — 
But as those looser leaves depart, 
The lessen'd flower gets near the core, 
And, when deserted quite, the heart 
Takes closer what was dear of yore, 
And yearns to those who loved it first — 
The sunshine and the dew by which its bud was nursed. 

Dear mother! dost thou love me yetl 
Am I remembered in my home 1 
When those I love for joy are met. 
Does some one wish that I would comel 
Thou dost — I am beloved of these ! 
But, as the schoolboy numbers o'er, 
Night after night, the Pleiades, 
And finds the stars he found before — 
As turns the maiden oft her token — 
As counts the miser aye his gold — 
So, till life's silver cord is broken 
Would I of thy fond love be told. 
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My heart is full, mine eyes are wet — 
Dear mother ! dost thou love thy long-lost wanderer yet? 

N. P. Willis, 1807— 
— American, 



THE POWER OF CHARITY. 

O Charity, meek daughter of the skies I 
Thou loveliest of the lovely sisters three, 
(Sweet members of Heaven's holy family,) 

That with Religion walk in seraph guise — 

Thou hast not Faith's fix'd eye, nor yet the smile. 
The rainbow-smile of Hope, dispelling gloom ;i 
But oh ! Heaven's mildest radiance doth illume 

Thy face with beaming love, that can beguile 

The sigh from wasting Sorrow ; and thy voice, 
Like soothing harmony, doth gently raise 

Despondence from his couch, and bids rejoice 
Even blank Despair, and, whispering sweet, allays 

The frantic turbulence of Woe ! — Fair saint ! 
In thee bums clear and bright the holy flame 
Of pure benevolence ; the voice of Fame 

Thou loVst not ; but to Misery's feeble plaint 

Thy heart is ever open, and thy hand 

Brings instant succour ! Gentle spirit blest ! 
No thought of evil harbours in thy breast j 
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In thy pure presence, Slander dumb doth stand, 
And Malice melts to love. Thou moVst the heart, 
Long dead to pity's kindly throb ; in the eye 
That knows not how to weep in S3rmpathy, 
Thou tell'st the tear, the friendly tear, to start ; 
And oh I benign instructress, by thee taught, 
Man feels to man that love which brothers ought ! 
— lAUrary Journal^ 1824. 
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SONG OF THE FELON'S WIFE. 

The brand is on thy brow, 

A dark and guilty spot ; 
'Tis ne'er to be erased ! 

'Tis ne'er to be forgot ! 

The brand is on thy brow ! 

Yet /must shade the spot ; 
For who will love thee now, 

If / should love thee not 1 

Thy soul is dark, — ^is stain'd, — 
From out the bright world thrown ; 

By God and man disdain'd, 
But not by me — thy own ! 
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Oh ! even the tiger slain 

Hath one who ne'er doth flee, 
Who soothes his dying pain ! 

— That one I am to thee ! 

B. W. Procter, 1790 — 



JOHN ANDERSON, MY JOl 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acquent, 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is beld, John, 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson, my jo ! 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither ; 
And mony a cantie day, John, 

We Ve had wi* ane anither : 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we '11 go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo ! 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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HELP EACH OTHER. 

I NEVER knew a kindness yet, 

Buty as Time's seasons ran. 
Some seed of hope from it was set 

That promised good for man : 
I never knew a feeling heart, 

In needful cases shewn. 
But it a spirit could impart 

Congenial to its own I 

For kmdness is a power divine^ 

An essence not of earth ; 
It wreathes the everlasting shrine 

Where holiest things have birth ; 
It hath a life beyond to-day ; 

And when this life is o'er, 
'Twill meet us smiling on our way, 

And good for good restore. 

I never knew a generous hand 

Grow poorer for such deed ; 
A power we all can understand 

Still bids that hand succeed. 
Whate'er a noble act may cost, 

Whate'er the service given, 
A kindness done is never lost ; 

Neither on earth nor heaven ! 

Charles Swain, 1803- 
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FRIENDSHIP ETERNAL. 

Not unremember'd is the hour when friends 

Met; friends, but few on earth and therefore dear: 

Sought oft, and sought almost as oft in vain \ 

Yet always sought ; so native to the heart, 

So much desired and coveted by alL 

Much beautiful, and excellent, and fair, 

Was seen beneath the stm ; but nought was seen 

More beautiful, or excellent, or fair, 

Than face of faithful friend : fairest when seen 

In darkest day : and many sounds were sweet, 

Most ravishing, and pleasant to the ear ; 

But sweeter none than voice of faithful friend ; 

Sweet always, sweetest heard in loudest storm. 

Some I remember, and will ne'er forget; 

My early friends, friends of my evil day; 

Friends in my mirth, friends in my misery too ; 

Friends given by God in mercy and in love ; 

My counsellors, my comforters, and guides ; 

My joy in grief, my second bliss in joy ; 

Companions of my young desires ; in doubt. 

My oracles ; my wings in high pursuit 

Oh ! I remember, and will ne*er forget 

Our meeting-spots, our chosen, sacred hours. 

Our burning words, that uttefd all the soul ; 

Our faces beaming with unearthly love ; 

Sorrow with sorrow sighing, hope with hope 
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Exultingy heart embracing heart entire. 
As birds of social feather, helping each 
His fellow's flight, we soaf d into the skies 
And cast the douds beneath our feet, and earth 
Wth all her tardy, leaden-footed cares. 
And talk'd the speech and ate the food of heaven ! 
These I remember ; these selectest men. 
And would their names record ; but what avails 
My mention of their name 1 before the Throne 
They stand illustrious 'mong the loudest harps, 
And will receive thee glad, my friend and theirs. 
For all are friends in heaven, all faithful friends ; 
And many friendships in the days of Time 
B^un, are lasting here, and growing still : 
So grows ours evermore, both theirs and mine. 
Robert Pollok, 1799-1827. 
— Course of Time. 



TEAR& 

Be not thy tears too harshly chid. 
Repine not at the rising sigh \ 

Who, if they might, would always bid 
The breast be still, the cheek be dry? 
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How little of ourselves we know, 

Before a grief the heart has felt ! 
The lessons that we learn of woe 

May brace the mind, as well as melt 

The misery too stem for mirth. 

The reach of thought, the strength of will, 
'Mid cloud and tempests have their birth. 

Though blight and blast their course fulfil 

Love's perfect triumph never crown'd 
The hope unchequer'd by a pang ; 

The grandest wreaths with thorns are bound. 
And Sappho wept before she sang. 

Tears at each pure emotion flow ; 

They wait on pity's gentle chain, 
On admiration's fervid glow. 

On piety's seraphic flame. 

'Tis only when it mourns and fears, 

The loaded spirit feels forgiven, 
And through the mist of falling tears 

We catch the clearest glimpse of heaven. 

Earl of Carlisle, 1802 — 
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THE POETS BRIDAL^DAY SONG. 

OhI my love's like the steadfitst sun, 
Or streams that deepen as they run ; 
Nor hoary hairs, nor forty 3^ar% 
Nor moments between sighs and tears/ 
Nor nights of thought, nor days of pain. 
Nor dreams of g^ory dream'd in yain. 
Nor mirthy nor sweetest song that flows 
To sober joys and soften woes, 
Can make my heart or &ncy flee, 
One moment, my sweet wife, from thee. 

Even while I muse, I see thee sit 

In maiden bloom and matron wit ; 

Fair, gentle as when first I sued, 

Ye seem, but of sedater mood ; 

Yet my heart leaps as fond for thee 

As when, beneath Arbigland tree, 

We stayed and woo'd, and thought the moon 

Set on the sea an hour too soon, 

Or lingered 'mid the falling dew. 

When looks were fond and words were few. 

Though I see smiling at thy feet 
Five sons and ae fair daughter sweet, 
And time, and care, and birth-time woes 
Have dimm'd thine eye and touch'd thy rose. 
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To thee, and thoughts of thee, belong 
Whatever charms me in tale or song. 
When words descend like dews unsought, 
With gleams of deep enthusiast thought. 
And Fancy in her heaven flies free, 
They come, my love, they come from thee. 

Oh, when more thought we gave, of old. 
To silver than some give to gold, 
'Twas sweet to sit and ponder o'er 
How we should deck our humble bower \ 
Twas sweet to pull in hope, with thee, 
The golden fruit of Fortune's tree ; 
And sweeter still to choose and twine 
A garland for that brow of thine ; 
A song-wreath which may grace my Jean 
While rivers flow, and woods grow green. 

At times there come, as come there ought. 
Grave moments of sedater thought. 
When Fortune frowns, nor lends our night 
One gleam of her inconstant light. 
And Hope, that decks the peasant's bower, 
Shines like a rainbow through the shower ; 
Oh ! then I see, while seated nigh, 
A mother's heart shine in thine eye, 
And proud resolve, and purpose meek. 
Speak of thee more than words can speak. 
I think this wedded wife of mine 
The best of all things not divine. 

Allan Cunningham, 1784-1842. 
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MARY MAGDALEN- 

FROM THE SPANISH OF BARTOLOM^ LEONARDO DE 
ARGENSOiA, 

Blessed, yet sinful one, and broken hearted I 
The crowd are pointing at the thing forlorn, 
In wonder and in scom \ 
ThoM weepest days of innocence departed — 

Thou weepest, and thy tears have power totnove 
The Lord to pity and love. 

The greatest of thy follies is foi^ven. 

Even for the least of all the tears that shine 
On that pale cheek of thine. 
Thou didst kneel down to Him who came from heaven. 
Evil and ignorant, and thou shalt rise 
Holy, and pure^ and wise. 

It is not much that to the fragrant blossom 
The ragged brier should change ; the bitter fir 
Distil Arabian myrrh ; 
Nor that upon the wintry desert*s bosom 
The harvest should rise plenteous, and the swain 
Bear home the abundant grain. 

But come and see the bleak and barren mountains 
Thick to their tops with roses ; come and see 
Leaves on the dry dead tree ; 
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The perish'd plant, set out by living fountains, 
Grows fruitful, and its beauteous branches rise 
For ever towards the skies. 

William Cullen Bryant, 1798 — 
— American, 
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THE LIGHT OF HOMK 

Sht> was a phantom of delight 
When first she gleam'd upon my sight ; 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 
Like twilight's, too, her dusky hair \ 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful dawn ; 
A dancing shape, an image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A spirit, yet a woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free. 

And steps of virgin liberty j 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

M 
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For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, bkme, iove, kisses^ tears, and smiles. 

And now I see witii eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 
A being breathing thoughtful breathy 
A traveller 'twixt life and death ; 
The reason firm, the teniperate will, 
Endurance, foresights strength, and skill, 
A perfect woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a spirit still, and bright 
With something of an angel light 

WlLUAM WOEBSWORTH, 1770-18507 



WHO IS MY NEIGHBOUR? 

Thy neighbour who ? son of the wild ! 
" All whQ, with me, the desert roam ; 
The freemen sprung from Abram's child, 
Whose sword 's his life, a tent his home — 
Whose steeds, with mine, have drunk the well 
Of Hagar and of IshmaeL'' 

Thy neighbour who ? oh, tell me, thou. 
With burning cheek, and eyes of flame ! — 
" The iron breast — ^the dauntless brow — 
The soul that Persia could not tame ; 
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The free — the brave — ^by me led on — 
The conquering bands of Marathon !" 

Who were thy neighbours ] name them, thou, 

The sire of academic lore — 

There 's something on thy noble brow 

Bespeaks a spirit that can soar ; 

The echoes tell — ^while Plato smiles, 

" The free of Doric lands and isles." 

Who is our neighbour % Ask at Rome 
The marble bust — the mouldering heaps ; — 
At Ctesiphon, the Parthan's home — 
His bow's now broke, his charger sleeps — 
At every mound that awes or shocks. 
From Indus to the Grampian rocks. 

A voice comes o'er the northern wave — 

A voice from many a palmy shore — 

Our neighbour who ] " The free — ^the brave — 

Our brother clansmen, red with gore, 

Who battled on our left or right, 

With fierce goodwill and giant might." 

Who, then, 's our neighbour % Son of God 
In meekness and in mildness come ! — 
Oh, shed the light of life abroad. 
And burst the cerements of the tomb ! 
Then bid earth's rising myriads move 
From land to land on wings of love. 
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Our nds^boufs home's in eveiy clime 
Of smrbzig^t tin^ or darker hue, — 
The home of man since ancient time. 
The bright green isles, 'mid oceans blue ; 
Or rocks, where clouds and tempests roll 
In awful grandeur near the pole. 

My nei^^bour, he who groans and toils, 
The serf and slave, on hill and plain 
Of Europe^ or of India's soils, — 
On Asia, or on Afiic's main, — 
Ot in Columbia's marshes deep, 
Where Congo's daughters bleed and weep. 

» 

Poor, sobbing thing, dark as thy sire, 
Or mother sad, heartbroken, lorn — 
And will they quench a sacred fire ? — 
And sh^ll that child from her be torn 1 — 
'Tis done — ^poor wrecks, your cup is gall ; 
Yet ye 're my neighbours, each and all. 

Who is my neighbour] Is it he 
Who moves triumphant down the vale, 
While shouting myriads bend the knee, 
And poison all the passing gale 
With adulation's rankest breath. 
To one whose trade is that of death ! — 

Yes ; he 's my neighbour — he and they 
Who press around yon gallant steed, 
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That, in the frenzy of the fray, 
Has crown'd his rider's ruthless deed — 
Crash'd out life's slowly ebbing flood. 
And stain'd his iron hoofs in blood ! 

The gallant chief is passing by, 
And crowds on crowds hang round his way, 
And youth has lift the voice on high. 
And age has bared his locks of gray ; 
And gentle forms, like birds on wing, 
Are passing by and worshipping ! 

My neighbours all— each needs a sigh. 
Each in due form a friendly prayer : — 
" Oh, raise the low, bring down the high 
To wisdom's point, and fix them there ; 
Where men are men, and pomp and pride 
Are mark'd, and doom'd, and crucified ! " 

Thou art my neighbour, child of pain \ 
And thou, lorn pilgrim, steep'd in woe ; 
Our neighbour she, with frenzied brain, 
Whose pangs we little reck or know ; 
Who loved while hope and reason shone, 
Nor ceased to love when both were gone. 

And if on this green earth there be 
One heart by balefiil malice stung, 
A breast that harbours ill to me, 
A sland'rous, false, reviling tongue, — 
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My neighbour he — ^and I forgive ; 
Oh, may he turn, repent, and live ! 
— Taif's Magazine^ 1836. 



PRAY, MOTHERS, PRAY! 

Hither come, at close of day. 

And o'er his dust, sweet Mothers, pray ! 
A little in&nt lies within, 
Who never knew the name of sin, 

Beloved, — ^bright, — and all our own ; 

Like morning fair, — and sooner flown ! 

No leaves or garlands wither here, 
Like those in foreign lands ; 

No marble hides our dear one's bier. 
The work of alien hands : 

The months it lived, the name it bore. 

The silver telleth, — nothing more ! 

No more ; — yet Silence stalketh round 
This vault so dim and deep, 

And Death keeps watch without a sound, 
Where all lie pale and sleep ; 

But palest here and latest hid 

Is he — ^beneath this coffin lid. 
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How fair he was, — ^how very fair — 

What dreams we pondered o'er, 
Making his life so long and clear, 

His fortunes flowing o'er ! 
Our hopes — (that we would happy be, 

When we ourselves were old,) 
The scenes we saw, or hoped to see — 

They 're soon and sadly told. 
All was a dream ! it came and fled, 
And left us here, among the dead ! 

Pray, Mothers, pray, at close of day, 
While we, sad parents, weep alway ! 
Pray, too, (and softly be 't and long,) 
That all your babes, now fair and strong. 
May blossom like — not like the rose. 
For that doth fade when summer goes, — 
('Twas thus our pretty infant died, 
The summer and its mother's pride !) 
But, like some stem enduring tree, 
That reacheth its green century. 
May grow, may flourish, — then decay. 
After a long, calm, happy day. 
Made happier by good deeds to men, 
And hopes in heaven to meet again 1 

Pray ! from the happy, prayer is due ; 
While we — ('tis all we now can do !) 
Will check our tears, and pray with you. 

B. W. Procter, 1790— 
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MY SISTEiL 



ITp many flights of crazy stairs, ' 

Where oft one's head knocks tmawares, 
With a rickety table, and without chairs. 
And only a stool to kneel to prayers. 
Dwells my sister* 

■m 

There is no carpet upon tlie floor, 

The wind whistles in through the cracks of the door ; 

One might reckon her miseries by the score^ 

But who feels interest in one so poor? 

Yet she is my sister. 

She was blooming, and fresh, and young, and fair, 
With bright blue eyes, and auburn hair ; 
But the rose is eaten with canker care. 
And her visage is mark'd with a grim despair ; 
Such is my sister. 

When at early morning, to rest her head, 
She throws herself on her weary bed. 
Longing to sleep the sleep of the dead. 
Yet fearing, from all she has heard and read ; 
Pity my sister. 

But the bright sun shines on her and on me, 
And on mine and hers, and on thine and thee. 
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Whatever our lot in life may be, 
Whether of high or low degree, 

Still, she 's our sister. 

Weep for our sister, 

Pray for our sister, 

Succour our sister. 
-Household IVords, 1857. 
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HUSBAND'S HOMEWARD SONG. 

Rainy and rough sets the day, — 

There's a heart beating for somebody ; 
I must be up and away, — 

Somebody's anxious for somebody. 
Thrice hath she been to the gate. 

Thrice hath she listen'd for somebody ; 
Midst the night, stormy and late, • 

Somebody 's waiting for somebody. 

There 'U be a comforting fire. 

There 'U be a welcome for somebody ; 
One, in her neatest attire, 

Will look to the table for somebody. 
Though the star 's fled from the west, 

There is a star yet for somebody. 
Lighting the home he loves best. 

Warming the bosom of somebody. 



There 11 be a coat o^er the cliajr. 

There will be slippers for somebody ; 
There *11 be a mfe 's tender care, — 

Love s fond embracement for somebody : 
There Ul be the little one's charms, 

Soon *twill be wakenM for somebody ; 
When I have both in my arms, 

Ohj but how bless'd will be somebody I 

Charles Swain, tSoj- 



FORGIVE I 

By all the turmoil thou hast felt 

Within thy tempted breast, 
"WTien fiery passions strove to melt 

God's image there impressed ; 
By all the struggles of thy will 

To quell then: rebel might, 
Forgive the wretch, who, battling ill, 

Was worsted in the fight ! 



Thou knowest not what cunning snares 
Were spread beneath his feet ; 

What foemen lurk'd in ambush'd lairs 
To intercept retreat ; 
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The weakness thou wouldst harshly chide 

Should tender pity woo ; 
If thou hadst been as sorely tried, 

Thou mightst have fallen too ! 

Forgive, and breathe a gentle word 

Of sympathy and love, 
Like that by weeping Mary heard 

From One now throned above ; 
And thou mayest win from depths of woe 

The soul that went astray. 
And light anew Hope's faded glow, 

To change its night to day. 

Anonymous. 



THE LOVERS— AN EVENING SCENE. 

It was an eve of Autumn's holiest mood. 
The corn-fields, bathed in Cynthia's silver light. 
Stood ready for the reaper's gathering hand ; 
And all the winds slept soundly. Nature seem'd, 
In silent contemplation, to adore 
Its Maker. Now and then, the aged leaf 
Fell from its fellows, rustling to the ground ; 
And, as it fell, bade man think on his end. 
On vale and lake, on wood and mountain high, 
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With poisive wii^ outspread, sat heavenly thbiigb^ 
Convemsiog with itsd£ Vesper look'd forth, 
ftom out her western hermitage, and smiled ; 
And up the east^ undouded, rode the moon 
With all her stars, gazmg on earth intense, 
As if she saw some wonder walking there. 

Such ym the nighty so lovely, still, serene, 
When, by a hermit thorn that on the hill 
Had seen a hundred flowery ages pass, 
A damsel kneeFd to offer up her prayer, — 
Her prayer n%htly offered, nightly heard. 
Hiis ancient thorn had been the meeting-place 
Of love, before his country's voice had call'd 
The ardent youth to fields of honour £u: 
Beyond the wave : and hither now repaired, 
Nightly, the maid, by God's all-seeing eye 
Seen only, while she sought this boon alone : 
" Her lover's safety and his quick return." 
In holy, humble attitude she kneel'd, 
And to her bosom, fair as moonbeam, press'd 
One hand, the other lifted up to heaven. 
Her eye, uptum'd, bright as the star of mom, 
As violet meek, excessive ardour streamed, 
Wafting away her eamtiit heart to God. 
Her voice, scarce utter^, soft as zephyr sighs 
On morning lily's cheek, though soft and low, 
Yet heard in heaven, heard at the mercyi^eat. 
A tear-drop wander'd on her lovely face ; 
It was a tear of faith and holy fear, 
Pure as the drops that hang at dawning-time. 
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On yonder willows by the stream of life. 
On her the moon look'd steadfastly ; the stars, 
That circle nightly round the Eternal Throne, 
Glanced down, well pleased ; and everlasting love 
Gave gracious audience to her prayer sincere. 

Oh, had her lover seen her thus alone, 
Thus holy, wrestling thus, and all for him ! 
Nor did he not : for oft-times Providence, 
With unexpected joy the fervent prayer 
Of faith surprised. Retum'd from long delay. 
With glory crown'd of righteous actions won, 
The sacred thorn, to memory dear, first sought 
The youth, and found it at the happy hour, 
Just when the damsel kneel'd herself to pray. 
Wrapp'd in devotion, pleading with her God, 
She saw him not, heard not his foot approach. 
All holy images seem'd too impure 
To emblem her he saw. A seraph kneePd, 
Beseeching for his ward, before the Throne, 
Seem'd fittest, pleased him best. Sweet was the 

thought ! 
But sweeter still the kind remembrance came. 
That she was flesh and blood, formed for himself— 
The plighted partner of his fiiture life. 
And as they met, embraced, and sat, embowered, 
In woody chambers of the starry night, 
Spirits of love about them ministered, 
And God, approving, bless'd the holy joy ! 

Robert Pollok, 1799-182 7. 
— Course of Time. 



THE MITHERLESS BAIRN. 

When a' itieT baimies are hush'd to their bame 
By aunty^ Of cousinj or frecky grandniame, 
Wha stands last and lanely, aa' naebody carin'? 
'Tis the puir doited loonie — the mitheriess bairn i 

The mitherless bairn gangs to his lane bed, 
Nane covers his caidd back, or haps his bare head j 
His wee hackit heelies are hard as the airn, 
An' litheless the lair o' the mitherless bairn. 

Aneath his cauld brow siccan dreams hover there, 
O' hands that wont kindly to kame his dark hair ; 
But momin' brings clutches, a! reckless an' stem, 
That lo'e nae the locks o' the mitherless bairn ! 



^t- 



Yon sister that sang o'er his saftly-rock'd bed 
Now rests in the mools where her mammie is laid . 
The father toils sair their wee bannock to earn. 
An' kens na' the wranfli|p' his mitherless bairn. 

Her spirit that pass'd in yon hoiu: o' his birth, 
Still watches his wearisome wanderings «Jil|fearth; 
Recording in heaven the blessings they earn, 
Wha couthilie deal wi' the mitherless bairn ! 



A 
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Oh, speak him na' harshly ! — he trembles the while 
He bends to your bidding, and blesses your smile ; 
In their dark hour o' anguish, the heartless shall learn 
That God deals the blow for the mitherless bairn ! 
William Thom, 17 89 -1848. 



HIS HAND UPON THE LATCH. 

A YOUNG WIFE*S SONG. 

My cottage home is filled with light 

The long, long summer day ; 
But, ah ! I dearer love the night, 

And hail the sinking ray. 
For eve restores me one whose smile 

Doth more than morning's match, — 
And life afresh seems dawning while 

His hand is on the 1#|g1l 

AVhen autumn fields are thick with sheaves, 

And Aadows earlier fall, 
And grapes grow purple 'neath the eaves 

Along our trellis'd wall, — 



:,^ 
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I dreaming sit,— the sleepy bird 
Faint twittering in the thatch,—^ 

To walie to joy wh<|riM| is heard 
His hand npon theltodi ! 

In wKMm winter afternoon 

I thlow my work aside, . 
Anditfarough the lattice, whilst the moon 

iP^es mistily and wide. 
On the dim upland padis I peer 

In vaM his form to catch, — 
I starde with delight, and heaA 

His hand upon the latch I 

Yes ; I am his in storm and shine : 

For me he toils all day ; 
For his true heart I know is mine, 

Both near me and away. 
And when he leaves our garden gale 

At mom, his steps I watch, — 
Then patiently till eve await 

His hand upon the latch ! 

Anonymous. 
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THE WIDOW AT HER DAUGHTER'S 
BRIDAL. 

Deal gently thou, whose hand hath won 

The young bird from its nest away, 
Where careless, 'neath a vernal sun, 

She sweetly carolFd day by day. 
The haunt is lone, the heart must grieve, 

From whence her timid wing doth soar ; 
They pensive list at hush of eve. 

Yet hear her gushing song no more. 

Deal gently with her ; thou art dear. 

Beyond what vestal lips have told, 
And, like a lamb from fountains clear. 

She turns con^ding to thy fold ; 
She, round thy sweet domestic bowfer. 

The wreath of changeless love shall twine, 
Watch for thy step at vesper hour. 

And blend her holiest prayer with thine. 

Deal gently thou, when, far away, 

'Mid stranger scenes her foot shall rove ; 
Nor let thy tender care decay — 

The soul of woman lives in love. 
And shouldst thou, wondering, mark a tear, 

Unconscious, from her eyelids break. 
Be pitiful, and soothe the fear 

That man's strong heart may ne'er partake. 



A mother jdelds her gem to thee, 

On thy true breast to sparkle rare ; 
She places 'neath thy hotisehold tree 

The idol of her foodest care ; 
And by thy trust to be forgiven, 

WTien judgment wakes in terror ^"ild, 
By all thy treasured hopes of heaven, 

Deal gently with the widow's child 

Mrs L. H. Sigourney, 1791- 
— AmiricafL 



THE LAW OF MERCY. 

Tis written with the pen of heavenly love 
On every heart which skill divine has moulded, 
A transcript from the statute-book above, 
Where angels read their Sovereign's will unfolded. 

It bids us seek the holes where Famine lurks, 
Clutching the hoarded crust with trembling fingers ; 
Where Toil in damp unwholesome caverns works. 
Or with strain'd eyeballs o'er the needle lingers. 

It bids us stand beside the dying bed 
Of those about to quit the world for ever j 
Smooth the toss'd pillow, prop the sinking head, 
Cheer the heart-broken, whom death hastes to sever. 
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It bids us tell the tempted that the joy 
Of guilt indulged, will change ere long to sorrow ; 
The draught of sickly sweetness soon will cloy, 
And pall upon the sated taste to-morrow. 

And those who copy thus Christ's life on earth, 
Feeding the poor, and comforting the weeper, 
Will all receive a meed of priceless worth, 
When ripely gathered by the heavenly Reaper. 

Anonymous. 
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THE ORPHAN CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 

As I went down through London town, 

The sun an hour had shone, 
And there I saw a bonnie boy 

Sit singing on a stone : 
But sooty were his shining locks. 

And dark his snowy feet. 
And bleeding were his tender hands. 

And oh, his voice was sweet ! 
A lady came and look'd and sigh'd, 

And ceased to pass along, 
" My blessings on this comely child. 

He sings a melting song." 
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**0 white, white, ladjf, is thy neck. 

Where gold and jei^ls shine j 
My arms ha?e clasp'd'ts white a neck, 

As kind a bzeast as thine. 
A mother's hands have gently nursed 

Me on a gentle knee ; — 
And oft I weep, above her grave, 

Beneath the churchjrard tree. 
The sea-w^ves o'er my father roll, 

Full fifty fathoms deep." 
He ceased his song, that orphan boy, 

And loudly 'gan to weep. 

That lad/s silken dress was shower'd 

AH round with jewels rare ; 
Ye might have bought a baron's land 

With diamonds from her hair ; 
The red gold glittered round her waist, 

And sparkled at her feet, 
Ten thousand eyes her beauty bless'd 

As she walk'd down the street. 
Though like sun-light her beauty shone 

From green earth to the sky, 
Ciu:se on the Muse who names a name 

That heeds not sorrow's cry. 

That lady went, — ^the orphan child 

Sat still on the cold stone ; 
He look'd in no one's face, he sung, — 

Twas less of song than moan. 
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And lo ! another lady came, 

Straight to that comely child ; 
She took his dusky hand, her eyes 

More than her ripe lips smiled : 
" Come tell me now, my pretty youth, 

A tender mother's care 
How could ye leave, all thus to stain 

Thy face and shining hair 1" 

" My father 's dead," thus said the child, 

" O'er him the salt sea sweeps ; 
My mother broke her heart ; oh, come 

And see how low she sleeps ! 
For often I go to her grave. 

And lie the cold night long ; 
I could not do 't, but that I keep 

My heart up with my song. 
Oh, ere the green turf o'er her closed, 

Ere her sweet lips were cold 
That bless'd me, to this cruel trade 

Her only son was sold." 

That lady tum'd away, — she tum'd 

But went not ; like the dew 
On liUes, 'tween her fingers white 

The shining tears dropt through. 
She stroked his sooty locks, and smiled, 

While o'er the dusky boy. 
As streams the sunbeam through a cloud. 

There came a flush of joy. 




TO MY FIRST BORK 

Mt cherished infant I imaf e of thy sire I 
Sleep on the bosom which thy small lip presses ; 

Sleep, little one, and dose those eyes of fire, 

Those eyelets which the weight of sleep oppresses. 

Sweet friend ! dear little one ! may slumber lend thee 
Delights which I must never more enjoy ! 

I watch o'er thee, to nourish and defend thee, 
And cotmt those vigils sweet, for thee, my boy. 

Sleep, infant, sleep ! my solace and my treasure ! 

Sleep on my breast, the breast which gladly bore thee . 
And though thy words can give this heart no pleasure. 

It loves to see thy thousand smiles come o'er thee. 

Yes, thou wilt smile, young friend ! when thou awakest, 
Yes, thou wilt smile, to see my joyful guise ; 

Thy mother's face thou never now mistakest, 
And thou hast leam'd to look into her eyes. 
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What ! do thy little fingers leave the breast, 

The fountain which thy small lip pressed at pleasure 1 

Couldst thou exhaust it, pledge of passion blest ! 
Even then thou couldst not know my fond love's 
measure. 

My gentle son ! sweet fiiend, whom^ I adore ! 

My infant love ! my comfort, my delight ! 
I gaze on thee, and gazing o'er and o'er, 

I blame the quick return of every night 

His little arms stretch forth — sleep o'er him steals — 
His eye is closed — he sleeps — how still his 
breath ! 

But for the tints his flowery cheek reveals. 
He seems to slumber in the arms of death. 

Awake my child ! — I tremble with affright ! — 
Awaken ! — Fatal thought, thou art no more — 

My child ! one moment gaze upon the light, 
And e'en with thy repose my life restore. 

Blest error ! still he sleeps — I breathe again — 
May gentle dreams delight his calm repose I 

But when will he, for whom I sigh— oh, when 
Will he, beside me, watch thine eyes unclose ? 

When shall I see him who hath given thee life, 
My youthful husband, noblest of his race % 

Methinks I see, blest mother, and blest wife I 
Thy little hands thy father's neck embrace. 
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How will he revel in thy first caress, 
Disputing with thee for my gentle kiss 1 

But think not to engross his tenderness, 
Clotilda too shall have her share of bliss. 

How will he joy to see his image thcre^ 
The sweetness of Ms large cerulean eye ; 

His noble forehead, and his gracefiil air, 
Which Love himself might view with jealousy 1 

For me — I am not jealous of his love, 
And gladly I divide it, sweet, with thee ; 

Thou shaltj like him, a faitkful husband prove, 
But not, like him, give this anxiety. 

1 speak to thee — thou understand'st me not—* 
Thou couldst not understand, though sleep were 
fled— 

Poor little child ! the tangles of his thought, 
His infant thought, are not unravelled. 

We have been happy infants, as thou art ; 

Sad reason will destroy the dream too soon ; 
Sleep in the calm repose that stills thy heart. 

Ere long its very memory will be gone. 

— French of Madame de Surville, 
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MY SISTER'S VOICE. 

Oh my sister's voice is gone away ! 

Around her social hearth 
We have lost its tones that were so gay, 

So full of harmless mirth ; 
We miss the glancing of her eye, 

The waving of her hair. 
The footsteps lightly gliding by. 

The hand so small and fair ; 
And the wild bright smile that lit her face, 

And made our hearts rejoice — 
Sadly we mourn each vanished grace, 

But most of all her voice. 

For oh ! it was so soft and sweet 

When breathed forth in words ; 
Such tones it had as hearts repeat 

In echoes on their chords \ 
And lovely when in measure soft 

She sung a mournful song, 
And heavenly when it sweird aloft 

In triumph chorus strong ; 
And dearest when its words of love 

Would soothe our bosom's care, 
And loveliest when it rose above 

In sounds of praise and prayer. 



Oh, in my childhood I have sate, 

When that sweet voice hath breathed, 
Forgetfiil of each merry mate— 

Of the wild flowers I had wreathed ; 
And though each other voice I scora'd 

That call'd me from my play, 
If my sweet sister only warn'd, 

I never could delay 
'Twas she who sang me many a rhyme, 

And told me many a tale, 
And many a legend of old time 

That made my spirit quail 

There are a thousand pleasant souods 

Around our cottage still — 
The torrent that before it bounds, 

The breeze upon the hill, 
The murmuring of the wood-dove's sigh, 

The swallow in the eaves, 
And the wind that sweeps a melody 

In passing from the leaves. 
And the pattering of the early rain, 

The opening flowers to wet — 
But they want my sister's voice again, 

To make them sweeter yet 



We stood around her dpng bed, 
We saw her blue eyes close ; 

While from her heart the pulse is fled. 
And from her cheek the rose ; 
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And still her lips in fondness moved, 

And still she strove to speak 
To the mournful beings that she loved, 

And yet she was too weak ; 
Till at last from her eye came one bright ray, 

That bound us like a spell : 
And as her spirit passed away, 

We heard her sigh. Farewell I 

And oft, since. then, that voice hath come 

Across my heart again ; 
And it seems to speak as from the tomb; 

And bids me not complain ; 
And I never heard a low soft flute, 

Or the sound of a rippling stream. 
Or the rich deep music of a lute. 

But it renews my dream, 
And brings the hidden treasures forth 

That lie in memory's store ; 
And again to thoughts of that voice gives birth, 

That voice I shall hear no more. 



No more ! — it is not so — ^my hope 

Shall still be strong in heaven — 
Still search around the spacious scope 

For peace and comfort given. 
We know there is a world above, 

Where all the blessed meet, 
Where we shall gaze on those we love, 

Around the Saviour's feet : 




She aits beside the cradlcj 

And her tears are streaming fast, 
For she sees the present only, 

While she thinks of all the past : 
Of the days so full of gladness, 

When her first-born's answering kiss 
Thrilled her soul with such a rapture 

That it knew no other bhss. 
Oh, those happy, happy moments ! 

They but deepen her despair, 
For she bends above the cradle. 

And her baby is not there ! 



There are words of comfort spoken. 
And the leaden clouds of grief 

Wear the smiHng bow of promise. 
And she feels a sad rehef : 
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But her wavering thoughts will wander, 

Till they settle on the scene 
Of the dark and silent chamber, 

And of all that might have been ! 
For a little vacant garment. 

Or a shining tress of hair. 
Tells her heart in tones of anguish, 

That her baby is not there ! 

She sits beside the cradle. 

But her tears no longer flow, 
For she sees a blessed vision, 

And forgets all earthly woe ; 
Saintly eyes look down upon her, 

And the Voice that hush'd the sea 
Stills her spirit with the whisper, 

" Suffer them to come to Me." 
And while her soul is lifted 

On the soaring wings of prayer. 
Heaven's crystal gates swing inward. 

And she sees her baby there ! 

-American Magazine, 
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UNITED LOVE. 

We read together, reading the same book. 

Our heads bent forward in a half embrace, 

So that each shade that either spirit took 

Was straight reflected in the other's face : 

We read, not silent, nor aloud, but each 

Followed the eye that pass'd the page along, 

With a low murmuring sound, that was not speech, 

Yet with so much monotony. 

In its half-slumbering harmony. 

You might not call it song ; 
More Hke a bee, that in the noon rejoices. 
Than any customed mood of human voices. 
Then if some wayward or disputed sense 
Made cease awhile that music, and brought on 
A strife of gracious-worded difference, 
Too light to hurt our souls' dear unison, 
We had experience of a blissful state. 
In which our powers of thought stood separate, 
Each, in its own high freedom, set apart. 
But both close folded in one loving heart ; 
So that we seem'd, without conceit, to be 
Both one and two in our identity. 

We pray'd together, praying the same prayer. 
But each that pray'd did seem to be alone. 
And saw the other in a golden air 
Poised far away, beneath a vacant throne, 
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Beckoning the kneeler to arise and sit 

Within the glory which encompassed it : 

And when obeyed, the vision stood beside, 

And led the way through the upper hyaline, 

Smiling in beauty tenfold gloriified. 

Which, while on earth, had seem'd enough divine. 

The beauty of the Spirit-Bride, 

Who guided the rapt Florentine. 
.The depth of human reason must Become 
As deep as is the holy human heart. 
Ere aught in written phrases can impart 
The might and meaning of that ecstasy 
To those low souls, who hold the mystery 
Of the unseen universe for dark and dumb. 

But we were mortal still, and when again 
We raised our bended knees, I do not saji. 
That our descending spirits felt no pain 
To meet the dimness of an earthly day ; 
Yet not as those disheartened, and the more 
Debased, the higher that they rose before, 
But, from the exaltation of that hour. 
Out of God's choicest treasury, bringing down 
New virtue to sustain all ill, — new power 
To braid life's thorns into a regal crown. 
We pass'd into the outer world, to prove 
The strength miraculous of united Love. 

Richard Monckton Milnes 1809 — 
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AT THY PEHIL, 

"Am I my brother's keeper 1" 

Awake from dreams to-day 1 
Arouse thee, careless sleeper, 

Casf not the thought away. 
Thou from a golden chalice 

Dost drink the ruby wiuej 
Thine home a stately palace, 

Where wealth and splendour shine. 

"Art thou thy brother's keeper r 

Life's page to thee reads fair. 
But gaze a little deeper, 

And other tales lie there. 
With sullen look and stolid, 

'Mid wretchedness and strife, 
Beneath yon roof-tree squalid. 

How drags thy brother's life 1 

"Art thou thy brother's keeper]" 

Swift as the viewless wind. 
Speeds on one mighty Reaper, 

His harvest sheaves to bind ; 
His earliest prey finds shelter 

These sordid roofs beneath, 
Where vice and misery swelter 

In hot-beds ripe for Death. 
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"Art thou thy brother's keeper?" 

Such homes abut on thine, 
The dim eyes of the weeper 

Mock'd by thy banquet's shine. 
Say'st thou, " Such ills are nameless, 

They touch not such as we !" 
Alas ! canst thou be blameless. 

That things like this should be % 

"Art thou thy brother's keeper]" 

One course the foe doth run. 
Nor Volga's stream nor Dnieper 

Bars out this ruthless Hun. 
Who shall the myriads number. 

This " Scourge of God " may kill ? 
While sunk in selfish slumber. 

Securely dream ye still ? 

Thou ART thy brother's keeper. 

This charge thou canst not flee. 
The path of right grows steeper 

Daily to him, to thee. 
A reckoning shall be taken, 

A reckoning stem and deep. 
Woe ! unto those who waken 

Then first firom careless sleep ! 

Thou art thy brother's keeper. 

War, pestilence, and dearth. 
These besoms of the Sweeper, 

Invade the homes of earth. 
o 




But are ye sure the news is truet . 

And are ye sure he 's weel ? 
Is this a time to think o' wark ? 

Ye jauds, fling by your wheel ! 
Is this a time to spin a thread, 

When Cohn's at the door? 
Rax down my cloak — I '11 to the quay 

And see him come ashore. 
For there 's nae luck about the house, 

There 's nae luck at a'. 
There 's little pleasure in the house, 

When our gudeman's awa. 

And gie to me my bigonet, 

My bishop satin gown ; 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colin 's come to town. 
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My Turkey slippers maun gae on, 

My stockin's pearl blue — 
It 's a' to pleasure our gudeman, 

For he 's baith leal and true. 
For there 's nae luck about the house, &c. 

Rise up and make a clean fireside. 

Put on the muckle pot ; 
Gie httle Kate her button gown 

And Jock his Sunday coat 
And make their shoon as black as slaes. 

Their hose as white as snaw ; 
It's a' to please my ain gudeman, 

For he 's been lang awa. 
For there 's nae luck about the house, &a 

There 's twa fat hens into the crib, 

Hae fed this month and mair, 
Mak' haste and thraw their necks about. 

That Colin weel may fare ; 
And mak' our table neat and clean. 

Let everything look braw, 
For wha can tell how CoHn fared 

When he was far awa ? 
For there 's nae luck about the house, &a 

Sae true his heart, sae smooth his tongue, 

His breath 's like caller air. 
His very foot there 's music in *t 

When he comes up the stair. — 



And shall I see his face again! 

And shaU I hear him speak! 
I 'm downright dizzy wi^ the thought, 

In troth I 'm like to greet. 
For there's nae luck about the house, &c, 

Sace Cohn's weel and weel content, 

I hae nae mair to crave. 
And gin I live to keep him sae 

I 'm bless'd aboon the lave. — 
And shall I see his face again t 

And shall I hear him speak ? 
1 'm downright dizzy wi' the though^ 

In troth I 'm like to greet 
Tor there 's nae kck about the house^ 

There's nae luck at a'j 
There 's little pleasure in the house, 

When our gudeman 's awa. 

William Julius Mickle, 1734-1788. 
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CAST IN THY MITE! 

There are abuses deep and loud, 

Hoarse voices shrieking " bread !** 
And there are noble spirits boVd, 
And forms that flit among the crowd, 
Like phantoms from the dead. 
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Crush but one atom of abuse, 

Stay but one particle of sin, 
And God will sanctify the use 

Of all thy powers within. 

And if thy brother silly be, 

If folly pave his path, 
And if that thou be folly free, 
If knowledge clingeth unto" thee, 

Laugh not at what he hath. 
But from the gamer of thy worth, 

And from thy store of truth and light, 
To serve thy brother's wants on earth, 

Cast in thy mite ! 

E. H. BURRINGTON. 

-Revelations of the Beautiful, 1848. 



WHAT MIGHT BE DONE. 

What might be done if men were wise — ' 
What glorious deeds, my suffering brother, 

Would they unite 

In love and right 
And cease their scorn for one another? 



Oppression's heart might be imbued 
With kindling drops of loving-kindness, 
And Knowledge pour. 
From shore to shore. 
Light Oil the eyes of mental blindness. 

AJl slavery, warfare, lies, and wrongs. 
All vice and crime might die together; 
And wine and conij 
To each man bonij 
Be free as warmth in sunny weadier- 

The meanest wretch that ever trod, 
The deepest sunk in guilt and sorrow. 
Might stand erect 
In self-respectj 
And share the teeming world to-morrow. 



What might be done ? This might be done, 
And more than thisy my suffering brother — 
More than the tongue 
E'er said or sung, 
If men were wise and loved each other. 

Charles Mackay, 1814- 



LO VE AND BROTHERHOOD, 2 1 S 



THE WIDOWD MOTHER. 

Beside her babe, who sweetly slept, 
A widowed mother sat and wept 

O'er years of love gone by ; 
And as the sobs thick-gathering came, 
She murmured her dead husband's name 

*Mid that sad lullaby. 

Well might that lullaby be sad, 
For not one single friend she had 

On this cold-hearted earth ; 
The sea will not give back its prey — 
And they are wrapt in foreign clay 

Who gave the orphan birth. 

Steadfastly as a star doth look 
Upon a httle murmuring brook. 

She gazed upon the bosom 
And fair brow of her sleeping son — 
" O merciful Heaven ! when I am gone, 

Thine is this earthly blossom !" 

While thus she sat — a sunbeam broke 
Into the room ; the babe awoke, 

And from his cradle smiled ! 
Ah me ! what kindling smiles met there ! 
I know not whether was more fair, 

The mother or her child 1 



With joy fresh-sprung from short akrmsj 
The srailer stretched his rosy arms. 

And to her bosom leapt— 
AH tears at once were swept away. 
And said a face as bright as day, — 

" Forgive me that I wept V' 

Sufferings there are from Nature sprung 
Ear hath not heard, nor poet's tongue 

May venture to declare ; 
But this as Holy Writ is sure, 
" The griefs she bids us here endure 

She can herself repair I" 

Professok WiLSONj 1 785-1854. 



"LET NOT THE SUN GO DOWN UPON 
YOUR WRATH." 

" Father, forgive us," is our daily prayer, 

When the worn spirit feels its helpless dearth ; 
Yet, in our lowly greatness, do we dare 

To seek from Heaven what we reftise on earth. 
Too often will the bosom, sternly proud, 

Bear shafts of vengeance on its graveward path ; 
Deaf to the teaching that has cried aloud, 

" Let not the sun go down upon your wrath." 



t. 
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We ask for mercy from the God above, 

In morning worship and in vesper song ; 
And let us kindly shed the balm of love, 

To heal and soothe a brother's deed of wrong. 
If ye would crush the bitter thorns of strife. 

And strew the bloom of peace around your path — 
If ye would drink the sweetest streams of life, 

" Let not the sun go down upon your wrath." 

Were this remember'd, many a human lot 

Would find more blessings in our home below ; 
The chequer'd world would lose its darkest blot, 

And mortal record tell much less of woe. — 
The sacred counsels of the wise impart 

No holier words in all that language hath ; 
For light divine is kindled, where the heart 

Lets not the sun go down upon its wrath. 

Eliza Cook, 1818 — 



MY BIRDLING. 

Ere last year's moon had left the sky, 
A birdling sought my Indian nest. 

And folded, oh, so lovingly 1 
Her tiny wings upon my breast. 
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From mom till evening^s puiple tinge, 
In winsome helplessness slie lies j 

Two rose-leaves with a silken fringe 
Shut softly on her stany eyes. 

There's not in Ind a loveher bird ; 

Broad earth owns not a happier nest : 
O God, Thou hast a fountain stirr'd, 

Whose waters never more sliall rest I 

This beautiful mysterious thing, 
This seeming visitant from heavenj 

This bird with an immortal wing, 
To me — to me — ^Thy hand has given I 

The pulse first caught its tiny stroke. 
The blood its crimson hue from mine : 

This life, which I have dared invoke, 
Henceforth is parallel with Thine. 

A silent awe is in my room — 
I tremble with delicious fear : 

The future with its light and gloom, 
Time and Eternity are here. 

Doubts — hopes — ^in eager tumult rise ; 

Hear, O my God, one earnest prayer, 
Room for my bird in Paradise, 
Aiid give her angel plumage there ! 

Mrs Emily Judson, i8 17-1854. 
-Ammcan. 
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CHARITY IMMORTAL. 

O Charity ! our helpless nature's pride ! 
Thou friend to him who knows no friend beside 1 
Is there in morning's breath, or the sweet gale 
That steals o'er the tired pilgrim of the vale, 
Cheering with fragrance fresh his weary frame, 
Aught like the incense of thy holy flame ? 
Is aught in all the beauties that adorn 
The azure heaven, or purple lights of mom ? 
Is aught so fair in evening's lingering gleam. 
As from thine eye the meek and pensive beam 
That falls ; like saddest moonlight on the hill 
And distant grove, when the wide world is still] 
Thine are the ample views that, unconfined. 
Stretch to the utmost walks of human kind; 
Thine is the spirit, that, with widest plan. 
Brother to brother binds, and man to man. 
When the fleet vanities of life's brief day 
Oblivion's hurrying wing shall sweep away, 
Each act by Charity and Mercy done. 
High o'er the wrecks of Time shall live alone, 
Immortal as the heavens, and beauteous bloom 
In other worlds, and realms beyond the tomb. 

Rev. W. L. Bowles, 1762-1850. 



THE CHILDREN'S HOUIL 

Between tlie dark and the daylight, 
When the night is beginning to lower. 

Comes a pause in the da/s occupations^ 
That is known as the Children's Hour, 

I hear in the chamber above me 

The patter of little feet. 
The sound of a door that is opened, 

And voices soft and sweet 

From my study I see in the lamplight, 
Descending the broad hall-stair, 

Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra, 
And Edith with golden hair. 

A whisper, and then a silence : 
Yet I know by their merry eyes 

They are plotting and planning together 
To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 
A sudden raid from the hall ! 

By three doors left imguarded 
They enter my castle wall I 
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They climb up into my turret 

O'er the arms and back of my chair \ 

If I try to escape they surround me ; 
They seem to be everywhere. 

They almost devour me with kisses, 

Their arms about me entwine, 
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen 

In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine ! 

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti. 
Because you have scaled the wall, 

Such an old moustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all ! 

I have you fast in my fortress. 

And will not let you depart, 
But put you down into the dungeon. 

In the round-tower of my heart 

And there will I keep you for ever, 

Yes, for ever and a day. 
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin. 
And moulder in dust away ! 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
-American, 




Thy neighbour) It is he whom thou 

Hast power to aid and bless, 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 

Thy soothing hand may press. 

Thy neighbour 1 'Tis the fainting poor, 

Whose eye with want is dinij 
Whom hunger sends from door to door; — 

Go thou and succour him. 



Thy neighbour 1 'Tis that weary man, 
Whose years are at their brim, 

Bent low with sickness, cares, and pain ;- 
Go thou and comfort him. 

Thy neighbour? Tis the heart bereft 

Of every earthly gem. 
Widow and orphan, helpless left ; — 

Go thou and shelter them. 



Thy neighbour? Yonder toiling slave, 
Fettered in thought and limb. 

Whose hopes are all beyond the grave ;- 
Go thou and ransom him. 
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Where'er thou meef st a human form 

Less favoured than thine own, 
Remember 'tis thy neighbour worm, 

Thy brother, or thy son. 

Oh, pass not, pass not heedless by; 

Perhaps thou canst redeem 
The breaking heart from misery — 

Go, share thy lot with him. 

Anonymous. 
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THE GRAVE OF MY SISTER. 

On yonder shore, on yonder shore. 
Now verdant with the depth of shade, 

Beneath the white-arm'd sycamore. 
There is a little infant laid. 

Forgive this tear. A brother weeps — 

'Tis there the faded floweret sleeps. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone. 
And summer's forests o'er her wave ; 

And sighing winds at autumn moan 
Arovmd the little stranger's grave, 

As though they murmur'd at the fate 

Of one so lone and desolate. 



In sounds that seem like Sorrow's own, 
Their funeral dirges faintly creep ; 

Then, deepening to an organ tone. 
In all their solemn cadence sweeps 

And pouTj unheardj along the wild. 

Their desert anthem o*er a child 

She came, and passM, Can I forget^ 

How we, whose hearts had hail'd her birth, 

Ere tlnree autumnal suns had set, 
Consigned her to her mother Earth 1 

Joys and their memories pass away ; 

But griefs are deeper traced than they. 

We laid her in her narrow ceU, 

We heap'd the soft mould on her breast. 
And parting tears, like rain-drops, fell 

Upon her lonely place of rest. 
May angels guard it ! — ^may they bless 
Her slumbers in the wilderness ! 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

For, all unheard, on yonder shore, 
The sweeping flood, with torrent moan. 

At evening lifts its solemn roar. 
As in one broad, eternal tide. 
Its rolling waters onward glide. 

There is no marble monument, 
There is no stone, with graven lie, 

To tell of love and virtue blent, 
In one almost too good to die. 
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We needed no such useless trace 
To point us to her resting-place. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

But, midst the tears of April showers. 
The genius of the wild hath strown 

His germs of fruits, his fairest flowers, 
And cast his robe of vernal bloom, 
In guardian fondness, o'er her tomb. 

She sleeps alone, she sleeps alone ; 

But yearly is her grave-turf dressed, 
And still the summer vines are thrown 
In annual wreaths across her breast 
And still the sighing autumn grieves, 
And strews the hallowed spot with leaves. 

M. P. Flint, 1806— 
-American, 
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JUDGE NOT! 

Try— and perhaps thou ma/st not err — 
To sound the depth of ocean caves, 

Where long and late the mariner 

Impels his bark o'er unknown waves ; 

But think not with thine utmost art 

To fathom all thy brother's heart 
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There is an evil and a good 

In every soul, unktiowo to thee — 

A darker or a brighter mood 

Than ayght thine eye can ever see - 

Words, actions faintly mark the whole 

That lies within a human souL 

Perhaps diy sterner mind condemns 
Some brother-^mind that, reasoning less, 

The tide of error slowly stems 
In pain, in love, in weariness : 

Thou call'st him weak ; he may be so, 

What made him weak thou canst not know i 

Perhaps thy spirit's calm repose 
No evil dream hath come to spoil ; 

A firm, resistless front it shews 
Amidst the passions* fiercest broil ! 

'Tis well — enjoy and bless thy lot, 

Still pitying him who shares it not 1 

The pure, the holy — ^they, perchance. 
About thy path have still been seen, 

Nor could thy feet a step advance 
But t/iere their pious aid hath been ! 

Ah ! happy in that better state ; 

Yet pray for hearts more desolate 1 

Emily Taylor, 
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THE THREE SEASONS OF LOVE. 

With laughter swimming in thine eye, 
That told youth's heartfelt revelry ; 
And motion changeful as the wing 
Of swallow wakened by the spring ; 
With accents blithe as voice of May 
Chanting glad Nature's roundelay ; 
Circled by joy like planet bright 
That smiles 'mid wreathes of dewy light, — 
Thy image such, in former time. 
When thou, just entering on thy prime. 
And woman's sense in thee combined 
Gently with childhood's simplest mind, 
First taught'st my sighing soul to move 
With hope towards the heaven of love ! 

Now years have given my Mary's face 

A thoughtful and a quiet grace ; — 

Though happy still, — ^yet chance distress 

Hath left a pensive loveliness ; 

Fancy hath tamed her fairy gleams. 

And thy heart broods o'er home-bom dreams ! 

Thy smiles, slow-kindling now and mild, 

Shower blessings on a darling child ; 

Thy motion slow, and soft thy tread. 

As if round thy hush'd infant's bed 1 

And when thou speak'st, thy melting tone. 

That tells thy heart is all my own, 



Sounds sweeter, from the lapse of years, 
With the wife's love, the mother's fears t 

By thy glad youth and tranquil prime 
Assured, I smile at hoary time 1 
For thou art doom*d in age to know 
The calm that wisdom steals from woe ; 
The holy pride of high intent, 
The gloij* of a life wellspent 
When, earth's affections nearly o'er. 
With Peace behind, and Faith before, 
Thou renderest up again to God, 
Untamish'd by its frail abode, 
Thy lustrous soul^; — then harp and hymn, 
From bands of sister seraphim, 
Asleep will lay thee, till thine eye 
Open in Immortality. 

Professor Wilson, 1785-1854. 



TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW. 

If Fortune with a smiling face 

Strew roses on our way, 
When shall we stoop to pick them up 1 

To-day, my lov^io-day. 
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But should she frown with face of care, 

And talk of coming sorrow, 
When shall we grieve — if grieve we must 1 

To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 

If those who Ve wrong'd us own their faults, . 

And kindly pity pray. 
When shall we listen and forgive 1 

To-day, my love, to-day. 
But if stem Justice urge rebuke, 

And warmth from memory borrow, 
When shall we chide — ^if chide we dare ? 

To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 

If those to whom we owe a debt 

Are harm*d unless we pay, 
When shall we struggle to be just ? 

To-day, my love, to-day. 
But if our debtor fail our hope. 

And plead his ruin thorough. 
When shall we weigh his breach of faith % 

To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 

If Love, estranged, should once again 

His genial smile display. 
When shall we kiss his proffefd lips ? 

To-day, my love, to-day. 
But if he would indulge regret. 

Or dwell with bygone sorrow. 
When shall we weep — if weep we must? 

To-morrow, love, to-morrow. 



For virtiious acts and harmless joys 

The minutes ynW not stay ; 
We 've always time to welcome them 

To-day, my love, to-day. 
But care, resentment, angry words. 

And unavailing sorrow 
Come far too soon, if they appear 

To-raorroWj love, to-morrow, 

Chahles Mackay, iSr4- 



WINTER PROMPTINGa 

The days they are snell, and the nights they are drear, 
The wark it is scarce, and the meal it is dear ; . 
So ye wha hae aught in your bicker to spare, 
Come gie your puir neighbours your ower-lipping share. 

The sheep hae their stells on the hoary hill taps. 
The cattle hae thick touzy hides for their haps ; 
But the half-naked puir, scant o' fuel and meal, 
Need britherly helping and britherly feeL 

The bauld little robin haps in at your door, 
The pawky wee sparrow will peck aff your floor ; 
But the heaven-soaring lark 'mang the cauld drift will 

dee 
Afore he '11 come cowrin' your^oolins to pree. 



^ 
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So in the dark dens o' the dingy Auld Toun, 
Are puir honest folks wha wad rather drap doun 
Afore they wad tell o' their wants or their waes — 
Afore they wad beg either parritch or claes. 

Then trow nae the puir wha's loud plaint meets your 

ear 
Are those sairest pinch'd, in a winter sae drear ; 
For shame, honest shame, aft will rise in the breast. 
And poortith's mair silent the mair she is prest. 

Then share ye your bickers, and share ye your claes, 
And help ye the needy in these dowie days. 
And while ye feed birds on your lown window sill, 
Spare a crust for your neighbour mair desolate still. 
James Ballantine, 1808 — 



WIDOWED MEMORIES. 

Lone, by my solitary hearth. 

Whence peace hath fled. 
And home-like joys and innocent mirth 

Are banished ; 
Silent and sad, I linger to recall 
The memory of all 
In thee, dear partner of my cares, I lost ; 
Cares, shared with thee, more • sweet than joys the 
world can boast 



My home — why did I say my home I 

I Now have I none, 

Unless thou from the grave again couldst come. 
Beloved one I 
My home was in thy trasting heart. 
Where'er thou wert ; 
My happy home in thy confiding breast. 
Where my worn spirit refiige found and rest 

II know not if tha« wast most fair 
And best of womankind ; 
Or whether earth yet beareth fruits more rare 

Of heart and mind; 
To ME, I know, tbou wert the fairest. 
Kindest, dearest. 
That Heaven to man in mercy ever gave. 
And more than man from Heaven desired to have* 

Never from thee, sweet wife, 
Came word or look awry, 
Nor peacock pride, nor sullen fit, nor strife 

For mastery t 
Calm and controlled thy spirit was, and sure 
So to endure ; 
My friend, protectress, guide, whose gentle will 
Compeird my good^ withholding from me ilL 

No art of selfishness 

Thy generous nature knew ; 
Thy life all love, thy bliss the power to bless ; 

Constant and tme, 
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Content, if to thy lot the world should bring 
Enduring suffering ; 
Unhappy, if permitted but to share 
Part of my griefs — ^wouldst both our burdens bear. 

My joy, my solace, and my pride 

I found thee still : 
Whatever change our fortunes might betide 

Of good or ill, 
Worthier I was life's blessing to receive 
While thou didst live; 
All that I had of good in others' sight, 
Reflected shone thy virtue's borrow'd hght 

The lute imstrung — ^the meals in silence ate 

We wont to share; 
The widow'd bed — the chamber desolate. 

Thou art not there ; 
The tear at parting, and the greeting kiss. 
Who would not miss? 
Endearments fond, and solaced hours, and all 
The important trivial things men comfort call. 

Oh ! mayst thou, if permitted, from above 

The starry sphere. 
Encompass me with ever-during love, 

As thou didst here : 
Still be my guardian spirit, lest I be 
Unworthy thee ; 
Still, as on earth, thy grace celestial .give, 
So guide my life as thou wonldit have me live. 
J. F. Murray, 




MuTHmKS we should have this eBgraven^ 

Where all who are running may read ; 
Where Interest swoops hke a raven 

Right eager to pounce and to feed. 
For too often does Honesty dwindle 

In bosoms that fatten on wealth. 
While Craft, with unsatisfied spindle, 

Sits winding in darkness and stealth. 
It is fair we should ask for our laboor 

The recompence fairness should give ; 
But pause ere we trample a neighbour, 

For Duty says, " Live and let live." 

Shame to those who, secure in their thriving, 

Yet fain would keep poorer ones down — 
Those who like not the crust of the striving 

To grow to a loaf like their own. 
Shame to those who for ever are grasping 

At more than one mortal need hold ; 
Whose heart-strings are coiling and clasping 

Round all that gives promise of gold. 
Shame to those who with eager attaining 

Are willing to take, but not give. 
Whose selfishness — coldly enchaining — 

Forgets it should " Live and let live/' 
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There 's room in the world for more pleasure, 

If mail would but learn to be just \ 
And regret when his fellow-man's measure 

Runs over with tear-drops and dust 
We were sent here to help one another, 

And he who neglects the behest. 
Disgraces the milk of his mother, 

And spreadeth Love's pall o'er his breast. 
And the spirit that covets unduly, 

Holds sin that 'tis hard to forgive \ 
For Religion ne'er preaches more truly 

Than when she says " Live and let live." 

Eliza Cook, 18 18 — 

MY JEAN. 

, Of a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie I loe best : 
Where wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

Wi' mony a hill between; 
Both day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

Sae fragrant, sweet, and fair; 
I hear her in the tunefu' Irirds, 

Whose songs charm a' the air : 



There 's not a boimie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 
There 's not a bonnic bird that sings 

But minds nae o' my Jean. 

Oh, blaw, ye westlin* winds, blaw saft 

Amang the leafy trees ; 
Wi* gentle gale^ firae rauir and dale. 

Bring hame the laden bees ; 
And bring the lassie back to me 

That's aye sae neat and clean ; 
Ae bUnk o' her would banish care, 

Sae lovely is my Jean. 

What sighs and vows, amang the knowes» , 

Hae past at ween us twa I 
How fain to meet, how wae to part, 

That day she gaed awa' ! 
The powers aboon can only ken, 

To whom the heart is seen, 
That nane can be sae dear to me 

As my sweet lovely Jean. 

Robert Burns, 1759-1796. 
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THE FRIEND OF THE HAMLET. 

Thou loVst the city's glittering throng ; 

And thou were destined there to shine ; 
For all the magic charms of song 

And eloquence and wit are thine ; 

And Science, in thy studious hour, 
Has of her secret stores displayed j 

And He who bless'd thee with the power, 
Has placed thee where it most can aid. 

But me, whose unreflecting skill 

Flows half-instinctive from the heart. 

Heaven calls a humbler part to fill, 
Yet makes as sweet that humble part. 

Dear is my simple hamlet, — dear. 
At mom and noon, its busy crowd, — 

When Labour laughs, and Virtue near 
Smiles to the song that rises loud j 

And when the moonlight pastime glows. 
And every voice and look is mirth, 

Sweet there to sit at evening's close, 
And feel that there are charms on earth ! 
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When still on Age new blessings fell, — 
When youths the first fond homage give, — 

There let me, trusted^ loved of aU, 
Live in the joys of all that live ; 

There, in their griefs of virtue, feel, 

How soon, by kindness soothed, they cease ^ 
Watch the first blush of sinking zeal. 

And lead again to heaven and peace ! 

One tear of Innocence suppressed. 
One erring wish to Virtue brought^ 

Ohj poorer, to thy lofty breastj 
Its kindling ecstasies of thought 1 

^Vhile gladdenM looks, that meet me, own 
From whom one humble comfort came, 

I ask not praise of crowds unknown, 
The thousand voices of thy fame. 

That sculptured fame let Sages view, 
Proud at thy kindred shrine to bend I 

My turf may simpler tears bedew, 

That moum the hamlet*s general firiend. 

Dr Thomas Broww, 1778-1820, 
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THE HOUSEHOLD DARLING. 

Little Ella, fairest, dearest. 

Unto me and unto mine — 
Earthly cherub, coming nearest 

To my dreams of shapes divine ; 
Her brief absence frets and pains me. 

Her bright presence solace brings. 
Her spontaneous love restrains me 

From a hundred selfish things. 

Little Ella moveth lightly. 

Like a graceful fawn at play, 
Like a brooklet running brightly 

In the genial smile of May ; 
like a breeze upon the meadows, 

AU besprent with early flowers ; 
Like a bird 'mid sylvan shadows. 

In the golden summer hours. 

You should see her, when with Nature 

She goes forth to think or play, 
Every limb and every feature 

Drinking in the joy of day ; 
Stooping oft 'mid floral splendour, 

Snatching colours and perfumes, 
She doth seem so fair and tender, 

'Kin to the ambrosial blooms. 



Sweet bought skteth like a gailand 

On her placid brows and eyes,^ — 
Eyes which seem to see a ikr land 

Through the intervening skies j 
And she seems to listen often 

To some voice above the spheres, 
Whilst her earnest features soften 

Into calmness, 'kin to tears. 

Not aU mirthful is her manner, 

ThoTigh no laugh so blythe as hers ^ 
Grave demeanour comes upon her 

When her inmost nature stirs. 
When a gentle lip reproves her, 

AU her gladsome graces flee j 
But the word "forgiveness" moves her 

With new joyj and sets her free. 

Should a shade of sickness near me, 

Then she takes a holier grace ; 
Comes to strengthen and to cheer me 

With her angel light of face. 
Up the stairs I hear her coming, 

Duly at the morning hour, 
Sweetly singing, softly humming^ 

Like a bee about a iiowen 



Good books wake ecstatic feelings 
In her undevelopM mind ; 

Holy thoughts, whose high revealmgs 
Teach her love for humankind. 
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Music thrills her with a fervour, 

Like the songs of seraphim ; 
May bright spirits teach and nerve her 

To partake their perfect hymn ! 

We will shew her things of beauty 

In the purest form and hue, 
And the charms of moral duty, 

Though our virtues are but few ; 
We will strive, despite our weakness, 

So to train her thoughts and deeds, 
That true firmness, linked with meekness, 

May sustain her when she needs. 

God of heaven ! in Thy good seeing, 

Spare this darling child to me, — 
Spare me this unsullied being. 

Till she brings me close to Thee. 
Unseen angels, bless her, mould her 

Into goodness, clothed in grace. 
That on high I may behold her 

Talking with Thee, face to face ! 

John Critchley Prince, 1808— 



THE POOR MAN'S WIFE, 

Her dainty hand nestled in mine, rich and white; 

And timid as trembling dove i 
And it twinkled about me, a jewel of light, 

As she gamish'd our feast of love : 
^Twas the queenliest hand in all lady land^ 

And she was a poor man*s wife I 
Oh^ little ye 'd think what that wee, white hand 

Could dare in the battle of life. 

Her heart it was lowly as maiden's might be. 

But hath climb'd to heroic h eighty 
And bum'd like a shield in defence of me. 

On the sorest field of fight! 
And, startling as fire, it hath often flash'd up 

In her eyes, the good heart and rare ! 
As she drank down her half of our bitterest cup. 

And taught me how to bear. 

Her sweet eyes that seem'd with their smile sublime, 

Made to look me and light me to heaven, 
They have triumphed through bitter tears many a time 

Since their love to my life was given : 
And the maiden-meek voice of the womanly wife 

Still bringeth the heavens nigher ; 
For it rings like the voice of God over my life. 

Aye bidding me climb up higher. 
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I hardly dared think it was human, when 

I first look'd in her yearning face ; 
For it shone as the heavens had open'd then, 

And clad it with glory and grace ! 
But dearer its light of healing grew 

In our dark and desolate day, 
As the rainbow, when heaven hath no break of blue, 

Smileth the storm away. 

Oh, her shape was the lithest loveliness — 

Just an armful of heaven to enfold ! 
But the form that bends flower-Uke in Ipve's caress 

With the victor's strength is souFd ! 
In her worshipfiil presence transfigured I stand, 

And the poor man's English home 
She lights with the beauty of Greece the grand, 

And the glory of regallest Rome. 

Gerald Massey, 1828 — 



MUTUAL CONFIDENCE. 

Oh, who the exquisite delight can tell, 
The joys which mutual confidence imparts ? 
Or who can paint the charm unspeakable 
Which links in tender bands two faithfiil hearts ? 
In vain assaiFd by fortune's envious darts, 
Their mitigated woes are sweetly shared. 
And doubled joy reluctantly departs : 



Let but the sympafhistng heart be spared, 

What sorrow seems not Ughtj what peril is not dared ^ 

Oh J never may Suspicion's gloomy sky 
CbiU the sweet glow of fondly-tmsring Love I 
Nor ever raay he feel the scowling eye 
Of dark Distrust his confidence reprove ! 
In pleasing error may I rather rove, 
With blind reliance on the hand so dear, 
Thap let cold Prudence from my eyes remove 
Those sweet delusionSj where no doubt, nor fear, 
Nor foul disloyaltyj nor cmel change appear. 

The noble mind is ever prone to trust ; 
Yet love with fond anxiety is join'd ; 
And timid tenderness is oft unjust ; 
The coldness which it dreads too prompt to find, 
And rack with cruel pain the feeling mind. 
Hence rose the gloom which oft o'er Psyche stole, 
Lest he she loved, unmindful or u*iMnd, 
Should, careless, slight Affection's soft control, 
Or she, long absent, lose her influence o'er his souL 
Mrs Mary Tighe, 1773-1810. 
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TO MY MOTHER. 

O THOU whose care sustained my infant years, 
And taught my prattling Hp each note of love j 

Whose soothing voice breathed comfort to my fears, 
And round my brow hope's brightest garland wove ; 

To thee my lay is due, the simple song. 
Which Nature gave me at life's opening day ; 

To thee these rude, these untaught strains belong. 
Whose heart indulgent will not spurn my lay. 

Oh, say, amid this wilderness of life. 

What bosom would have throbb'd like thine for me? 
Who would have smiled responsive ? who in grief 

Would e'er have felt, and feeling, grieved like thee? 

Who would have guarded with a falcon eye 
Each trembling footstep or each sport of fear? 

Who would have mark'd my bosom bounding high. 
And clasp'd me to her heart with love's bright tear? 

Who would have hung around my sleepless couch. 
And fann'd, with anxious hand, my burning brow? 

Who would have fondly press'd my fever'd lip. 
In all the agony of love and woe ? 
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NoBcbut a m(Sthcr— none but one like thee. 
Whose bloom imxh faded in the midnight watch; 

Whose eye, for me, has lost its wtchery, 
Whose form has felt disease^s. toililew touch* 

Yes, thou hast l^lited me to health and life. 
By the bright lustre of thy youthful bloom — 

Yes, thou hast wept so oft o*er every grief. 

That woe hath traced thy brow with marks of gloom. 

Oh, theB, to thee, this rude and simple song, 

Which breathes of thankfulness and love for thee, 

To theej my mother, shaK this lay belong. 
Whose life is spent in toil and care for me. 

LucRETiA Davidson, 1808-1825. 

— Amerkan. 
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COMPASSION'S TEAIt 



#, 



What is glory f what is fame % 
That a shadow, this a name. 
Restless mortals to deceive : 



Are they renown'd, can they be greats 
Who hurl their fellow-creatures' fate. 
That mothers^ children, wives may grieve 1 



^-^r 
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■ < ■■ ' 
Ask smiling honour to complain, 
What is glory, what is fame j "'* 
Hark ! the glad mandate strikes the listening ear : .^ ■ . 

" The truest glory to the bosom dear A- 

Is when the soul starts soft compassion's tear." 

What are riches, pomp, and power? 
Gewgaws that endure their hour. 
Wretched mortals to allure : 

Can greatness reach the idly vain, ^, 

Indulging in the princely fane, '^^ 

Deaf to the miseries of the poor? 

Ask smiling reason to proclaim 

What is glory, what is fame ; 
Hark ! the sweet mandate strikes the listening ear : 

" The truest glory to the bosom dear 
Is when the soul starts soft compassion's tear." 

Charles Dibdin, 1745-18 14. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MY FATHER. 

Like the remembrance of a dream 
Recall'd imperfectly to thought. 

Thy form, thy features, sometimes seem 
To musing meditation brought. 



And could the painter's mimic art 
Their semblance perfectly retrace, 

Thy memory would not, in my heart. 
Obtain a more enduring place. 

All that such art might body forth^ 
Could but thy outward form display; 

It still would leave untold the worth 
Which has survived that form's decay. 

.■ It still would leave each gem unguess'd, 
The casM tiansiently enshrined ; 
Each virtue which adom'd thy breast. 
Each talent that enrich'd thy mind. 

Continue, then, as thou hast been, 

A spirit, to my spirit known ; 
By grosser sense unfelt, unseen ; 

Beloved, revered in thought alone. 

As such, thy image is more dear 

Than blazoned in the costliest frame ; 

As such^ I still may think thee near. 
And bless thy memory and thy name. 

Bernard Barton, 17 84- 1849. 
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THE DEPARTED FRIEND. 

Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soul, 
Descend to contemplate 
The form that once was dear ; 

Feed not on thoughts so loathly horrible — 
The spirit is not there 
That kindled that dead eye. 
That throbb'd in that cold heart, 
That in that motionless hand 
Has met thy friendly grasp : 
The spirit is not there ! 

It is but hfeless, perishable flesh. 

That moulders in the grave ; 

Earth, air, and water's minisf ring particles 
Now to the elements 
Resolved, their uses done ! 

Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soul, 
Follow thy friend beloved — 
The spirit is not there ! 

Often together have we talk'd of death — 
How sweet it were to see 
All doubtftil things made clear ; 
How sweet it were with powers 
Such as the cherubim. 
To view the depths of heaven ! 



Oh, thau hast first 
Begun the travel of eternity i — 

I gaze amid the stars 

And think that thou art there, 
Unfetter'd as the thought that follows thee — 
And we have often said how sweet it were. 
With tuiseen ministry of aagel power, 

To watch the friends we loved — 

We did not err ; 
Sure I have felt thy presence, thou hast given 

A birth to holy thought, 
Hast kept me from the world unstaiu'd and pure- 

We did not err j 

Our best affections here. 
They are not like the toys of infancy — 

The soul outgrows them not^ 

We do not cast them off: 

Oh, if it could be so, 
It were indeed a dreadful thing to die ! 

Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soul, 

Follow thy friend beloved I 

But in the lonely hour, 

But in the evening walk, 
Think that he companies thy solitude ; 

Think that he holds with thee 

Mysterious intercourse ; 
And though remembrance wake a tear, 

There will be joy in grie£ 

Robert Southey, 1774-1843. 
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NEVER HOLD MALICE. 

Oh 1 never " hold malice ; " it poisons our life 

With the gall-drop of hate and the nightshade of 

strife ; 
Let us scorn where we must, and despise where we 

may, 
But let anger, like sunlight, go down with the day. 
Our spirits in clashing may bear the hot spark. 
But no smouldering flame to break out in the dark ; 
'Tis the narrowest heart that creation can make, 
'Where our passion folds up like the coils of a snake. 

Oh ! never "hold malice ;" it cannot be good. 
For 'tis nobler to strike in the rush of hot blood 
Than to bitterly cherish the name of the foe, 
Wait to sharpen a weapon, and measure the blow. 
The wild dog in hunger — the wolf in its spring — 
The shark of the waters — ^the asp with its sting — 
Are less to be feafd than the vengeance of man, 
When it lieth in secret to wound when it can. 

Oh ! never " hold malice ; " dislike if you will, 
Yet remember Humanity linketh us still ; 
We are all of us human, and all of us erring. 
And Mercy within us should ever be stirring. 
Shall we dare to look up to the Father above 
With petitions for pardon, or pleading for lovel 



Shall we dare, while we pant for revenge on another, 
To ask from a God, yet deny to a brother 1 

Eliza CooKj 1818 — 



PITY. 

How lovely in the arch of heaven 
Appears yon sinking orb of light, 

As, darting through the clouds of even. 
It gilds the rising shades of night 1,.^ 

Yet brighter j fairer^ shines the tear 

That sparkles o*er misfortune's bier ! 

Sweet is the murmur of the gale 

That whispers through the summer grove, 
Soft is the tone of friendship's tale, 

And softer still the voice of love ; 
Yet softer far the tears that flow 
To mourn — to soothe another's woe ! 

Richer than richest diadem 

That glitters on the monarch's brow, 
Purer than ocean's purest gem, 

Or all that wealth or art can shew. 
The drop that swells on Pity's eye — 
The pearl of Sensibility ! 
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Is there a spark in earthly mold 
Fraught with one ray of heavenly fire ? 

Does man one trait of virtue hold 
That even angels must admire ? 

That spark is Pity's radiant glow — 

That trait, the tear for others' woe ! 

Let false philosophy decry 

The noblest feelings of the mind — 

Let wretched sophists madly try 
To prove a pleasure more refined — 

They only strive in vain to steal 

The tenderness they cannot feel ! 

To sink in Nature's last decay 
Without a friend to mourn our fall — 

To mark life's embers die away, 
Deplored by none, unwept by all — 

This, this is sorrow's deadliest curse ; 

Nor hate, nor hell, can form a worse ! 

Take wealth — I know its paltry worth ; 

Take honour — it will pass away ; 
Take power— I scorn the bounded earth ; 

Take pomp — its trappings soon decay ; 
But spare me, grant me. Pity's tear 
To soothe my woe, and dew my bier. 
-Poetical Commonplace Booky 1824. 



A MOTHErS LOVE, 

Hast thou sownded the depths of yonder sea. 
And counted the sands that under it be f 
Hast thou measured the height of heaven above 1 
'ITien mayst thou mete out a mother's love. 

Hast thou talk'd with the blessed of leading on 
To the throne of God some wandering son 1 
Hast thou witnessed the angels' bright employ 1 
Then mayst thou speak of a mother's joy. 

Evening and mom hast thou watch'd the bee 
Go forth on her errands of industry 1 
The bee for himself hath gather'd and toiFd, 
But the mother's cares are all for her child. 

Hast thou gone with the traveller Thought afar- 
From pole to pole, and from star to star? 
Thou hast — but on ocean, earth, and sea. 
The heart of a mother has gone with thee. 

There is not a grand, inspiring thought. 
There is not a truth by wisdom taught, 
There is not a feeling pure and high, 
That may not be read in a mother's eye. 
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And ever, since earth began, that look 
Has been to the wise an open book, 
To win them back from the lore they prize 
To the hofier love that edifies. 

There are teachings in earth, and sky, and air ; 
The heavens the glory of God declare ; 
But louder than voice beneath, above, 
He is heard to speak through a mother's love. 

Emily Taylor, 



THINGS THAT NEVER DIE 

The pure, the bright, the beautifiil. 

That stirred our hearts in youth, 
The impulse to a wordless prayer, 

The dreams of love and truth ; 
The longings after something lost, 

The spirit's yearning cry. 
The strivings after better hopes — 

These things can never die. 

The timid hand stretch'd forth to aid 

A brother in his need, 
The kindly word in griefs dark hour 

That proves a firiend indeed ; 



The plea for mercy kindly breathed 

When justice threatens high, 
The sorrow of a contrite heart — 

These things shall never die. 

The memory of a clasping hand. 

The pressure of a kissj 
And all the trifles, sweet and frail. 

That make up love's first bliss ; 
If with a firm unchanging faith, 

And holy trust on high, 
Those hands have clasp'd, those Ups have me 

These things shaU never die. 

The cruel and the bitter word. 

That wounded as it fell, 
The chilling want of sympathy, 

We feel but never tell ; 
The hard repulse, that chills the heart 

Whose hopes were bounding high, 
In an unfading record kept — 

These things shall never die. 

Let nothing pass, for every hand 

Must find some work to do ; 
Lose not a chance to waken love — 

Be firm, and just, and true. 
So shall a light that cannot fade 

Beam on thee from on high. 
And angel voices say to thee — 

These things shall never die. 

Anonymous. 
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CHILDHOOD'S MEMORIE& 

A TIME there was of tender young affection, 
When I in stature scarcely reached an ell ; 

Sweet tears flow ever at the recollection, 
And therefore often on these times I dwell. 

Then by my loving mother was I carried. 
Then strode my fathef s knee, a horseman bold ; 

Nor knew of grief, or care, or brain overwearied, 
More than I knew of classic lore or gold. 

The earth was very small then to my dreaming. 
And in it there was little to condemn ; 

Then I beheld the stars as pin-pricks gleaming, 
And wish'd for wings to fly away to them. 

I saw the moon then towards the island sailing, 
And thought, " Could I now to yon isle escape, 

Then should I know, without a chance of failing. 
How large, how round, how beautiful its shape \" 

Then saw I, marvelling, God's sun descending 
Towards the west, to the sea's golden bed, 

And yet next morning early reascending. 
And gilding all heaven's eastern realm with red. 

R 



And thought upon the gracious God the Father^ 
Who me created and chat glorious sun, 

And all those pearly splendours strung together. 
And flung from pole to pole o'er all heaven's span. 

With sweet devotion spake my young lips ever 
The words which my good mother bade me pray : 

**0 Thou great God, be all my life's endeavour 
Wise to become, and good, and to obey I" 

Then pray'd T for my father and my mother, 
And for my sister, and for all the toim ; 

For the unknown king, nor yet forgot that other, 
The beggar lame, who wander' d up and down, 

— Danish ofJBaggesm^ 
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BROAD CAST THY SEED ! 

Broad cast thy seed ! 
If thou hast aught of wealth to lend 
Beyond what reason bids thee spend, 
Seek out the haunts of want and woe, 
And let thy bounty wisely flow ; 
Lift modest merit from the dust, 
And fill his heart with joy and trust ; 
Take struggling genius by the hand, 
And bid his striving soul expand ; 
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Where virtuous men together cling, 
To vanquish some unhallow'd thing, 
Join the just league, and not withhold 
Thy heart, thy counsel, and thy gold ; 
Thus to achieve some noble deed, 
Broad cast thy seed ! 

Broad cast thy seed 1 
If thou hast mind^ thou hast to spare, 
And giving may increase thy share ; 
Pour forth thy thought with friendly zeal. 
And make some stubborn spirit feel 
The grace, the glory, the delight, 
That spring from knowledge used aright \ 
The improving wealth, which none can take. 
Though fortune fly, and friends forsake \ 
The mental vision, more and more 
Expanding as he dares to soar. 
Virtue and knowledge, glorious twain I 
The more they give the more they gain I 
Wouldst have thy humbler brother freed ] 

Broad cast thy seed ! 

Broad cast thy seed ! 
Although some portion may be found 
To fall on uncongenial ground, 
Where sand, or shard, or stone may stay 
Its coming into light of day. 
Or when it comes, some pestilent air 
May make it droop and wither there, 
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Be not discouraged ; some may find 
Congenial soil, and gentle wind^ 
Refreshing dew and ripening shower, 
To bring it into beauteous flower, 
Frora flower to fruit, to glad tbine eyes, 
And fill thy soul with sweet surprise. 
Do goodj and God will bless thy deed ; 
Eroad cast thy seed ! 

John Critchley Prince, r8o8 — 
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WHEN I COME HAME AT E'EN. 



Give me the hours when bells are rung. 

And dinsome wheels are still, 
When engines rest, and toilers leave 

The workshop, forge, and mill ; 
With smiling lip, and gladsome e'e, 

My gudewife welcomes me ; 
Out bairnies clap their wee white hands. 
And speel upon my knee. 

When I come hame at e'en, 
When I come hame at e'en, 
How dear to me the bairnies' glee 
When I came hame at e'en ! 
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Our lowly bield is neat and clean, 

And bright the ingle's glow, 
The table 's spread with halesome fare, 

The teapot simmers low. 
How sweet to toil for joys like these, 

With strong and eydent hand. 
To nurture noble hearts to love. 
And guard our fatherland ! 

When I come hame at e'en, 

When I come hame at e'en, 

How dear to me the baimies' glee 

When I come hame at e'en ! 

Let revellers sing of wassail bowls. 

Their wines and barley bree ; 
My ain wee house and winsome wife 

Are dearer far to me. 
To crack with her of joys to come, 

Of days departed long. 
When she was like a wee wild rose. 
And I a bird of song. 

When I come hame at e'en. 

When I come hame at e'en, 

How dear to me these memories, 

When I come hame at e'en I 

Thomas Elliott, 1820. 
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THE GOOD MISSIONARY. 

He left his Christian friends and native strand, 

By pity for bcDighted men constrain'd : 

His heart was fraught with charity unfeJgn'd ; 

His life was strict^ his manners meek and bland 

Long dwelt he lonely in a heathen land. 

In want and weariness — yet ne'er complalnM ; 

But labour'd that the lost sheep might be gain'd, 

Nor seeking recompence from human hand. 

The credit of the arduous works he wTought 

Was reap'd by other men who came behind : 

The world gave him no honour — none he sought, 

But cherished Christ's example in his mind. 

To one great aim his heart and hopes were given— 

To serve his God and gather souls to heaven. 

Thomas Pringle, i 7 S9- 1 S34. 



LINGER NOT LONG I 



Linger not long ! — ^Home is not home without thee, 
Its dearest tokens only make me mourn ; — 

Oh ! let its memory, like a chain about thee^ 
Gently compel and hasten thy return — 

Linger not long ! 



LOVE AND BROTHERHOOD, 263 

Linger not long ! — Though crowds should woo thy 
staying, 
Bethink thee — can the mirth of friends, though dear. 
Compensate for the grief thy long delaying 

Costs the poor heart that sighs to have thee here 1 

Linger not long ! 

Linger not long ! — How shall I watch thy coming. 
As evening shadows stretch o*er moor and fell ; 

When the wild bee hath ceased her weary humming, 
And silence hangs on all things like a spell ! — 

Linger not long ! 

How shall I watch for thee when fears grow stronger, 
As night grows dark and darker on the hill ! 

How shall I weep when I can watch no longer — 
Oh, art thou absent, art thou absent still? 

Linger not long ! 

Yet I should grieve not, though the eye that seeth me 
Gazeth through tears that make its splendour dull ; 

For, oh, I sometimes fear when thou art with me, 
My cup of happiness is all too full ! — 

Linger not long ! 

Haste — ^haste thee home unto thy mountain dwelling, 
Haste as a bird unto its peaceful nest ! 

Haste as a skiff, when tempests wild are swelling, 
Flies to its haven of securest rest ! — 

Linger not long ! 

— American Magazine. 



THE MOTHER'S HEAKT. 

When first thou earnest, gentle^ shy and fond, 
My eldest bora, first hope, and dearest treasure. 

My heart received thee witli a joy beyond 
All that it yet had felt of earthly pleasure ; 

Nor thought that &ny love again might be 

So deep and strong as that 1 felt for thee* 

Faithfiil and truej with sense beyond thy years. 
And natural piety that leaned to Heaven ; 

Wrung by a harsh word suddenly to tears, 
Yet patient of rebuke when justly given^ — 

Obedient^easy to be reconciled^ 

And meekly-cheerful — such wert thou, my child 1 

Not willing to be left ; still hy my side 

Haunting my walks, while summer-day was dying ^ 
Nor leaving in thy tura ; but pleased to glide 

Through the dark room where I was sadly lying, 
Or by the couch of pain, a sitter meek. 
Watch the dim eye, and kiss the feverish cheek. 

O boy ! of such as thou are oftenest made 
Earth's fragile idol j like a tender flower. 

No strength in all thy fresh ness^prone to fade, — 
And bending weakly to the thunder-shower,— 

Still round the loved, thy he^t found force to bind. 

And clung, like woodbine shaken in the wind i 
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Then thou, my merry love, bold in thy glee. 
Under the bough, or by the firelight dancing, 

With thy sweet temper, and thy spirit fi^e, 

Did come, as restless as a bird's wing glancing, 

Full of a wild and irrepressible mirth, 

Like a young sunbeam to the gladdened earth 

Thine was the shout ! the song ! the burst of joy ! 

Which sweet from childhood's rosy lip resoundeth -, 
Thine was the eager spirit none could cloy, 

And the glad heart from which all grief reboundeth ; 
And many a mirthftil jest and mock reply, 
Lurk'd in the laughter of thy dark-blue eye ! 

And thine was many a heart to win and bless, 
The cold and stem to joy and fondness warming ; 

The coaxing smile ; — ^the frequent soft caress ; — 
The earnest, tearful prayer all wrath disarming ! 

Again my heart a new affection found, 

But thought that love with thee had reached its bound. 

At length thou camest ; thou, the last and least ; 

Nick-named "The Emperor" by thy laughing 
bi others, 
Because a haughty spirit swell'd thy breast. 

And thou didst seek to rule and sway the others ; 
Mingling with every playful infant wile 
A mimic majesty that made us smile : — 

And, oh, most like a regal child wert thou ! 
An eye of resolute and successful scheming ! 
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Fair shoulders— curliog lip — and dauntless brow- 
Fit for the world's strife, not for poet's dreaming • 
And proud the lifting of thy stately head, 
And the finu bearing of thy conscious tread, 

Diffe:rent from both I Yet each succeeding claim^ 

I, that all other love had been forswearing. 
Forthwith admitted, equal and the same ; 

Nor injured either by this love's comparing, 
Nor stole a fractton for the newer call- 
But in the mother's heart found room for all ! 

Hon, Mrs Norton, 1808— 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE FIRESIDE. 

By the old hearthstone a spirit dwells^ 
The child of bygone years — 

He lieth hid, the stone amid, 
And liveth on smiles and tears. 

But when the night is drawing on, 
And the fire burns clear and bright, 

He Cometh out, and walketh about 
In the pleasant grave twilight. 
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He goeth round on tiptoe soft 

And scanneth close each face ; 
If one in the room be sunk in gloom, 

By him he taketh his place. ^ 

And then with fingers cool and soft, 
(Their touch who does not know X) 

With water brought from the well of thought, 
That was dug long years ago. 

He layeth his hand on the weary eyes ; 

They are closed and quiet now — 
And he wipeth away the dust of the day 

That hath settled on the brow. 

And gently then he walketh away 

And sits in the comer chair ; 
And thie closed eyes swim — it seemeth to him 

The form that once sat there. 

And whispered words of comfort and love 

Fall sweet on the ear of sorrow — 
" Why weepest thou % — thou art troubled now, 

But there cometh a bright to-morrow. 

" We too have passed o'er life's rough stream, 

In a fi^l and shattered boat ; 
But our pilot was sure, and we sail'd secure. 

When we seem'd but scarce afloat 



** Though tossed by the rage of waves and win(3» 

The bark held together still ; 
One arm was strong,— it bore us along, 

And has saved from every ilL" 

The spirit returns to his dwelling-plaoe, 
And his words have been like balm ; 

The big tears start, but the iluttenng heart 
Is soothedf and soften'dj and calm. 

Miss Wethereix. 



A HOME IN THE HEART. 

Oh ! ask not a home in the mansions of pride. 

Where marble shines out in the pillars and walls ; 
Though the roof be of gold it is brilliantly cold. 

And joy, may not be found in its torch-lighted halls. 
But seek for a bosom all honest and true, 

Where love, once awaken'd, will never depart : 
Turn, turn to that breast like the dove to its nest, 

And you '11 find there 's no home like a home in the 
heart 

Oh ! link but one spirit that *s warmly sincere, 
That will heighten your pleasure and solace your care, 

Find a soul you may trust as the kind and the just, 
And be sure the wide world holds no treasure so rare. 
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Then the frowns of Misfortune may shadow our lot, 
The cheek-searing tear-drops of Sorrow may start, 

But a star never dim, sheds a halo for him 
Who can turn for repose to a home in the heart. 

Eliza Cook, i8i8 — 
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HOME AND FRIENDS AROUND US. 

Oh ! there *s a power to make each hour 

As sweet as Heaven designed it ; 
Nor need we roam to bring it home. 

Though few there be that find it 1 
We seek too high for things close by. 

And lose what Nature found us ; 
For life hath here no charm so dear 

As home and friends around us ! 

We ofl destroy the present joy 

For futiure hopes — ^and praise them ; 
Whilst flowers as sweet bloom at our feet, 

If we 'd but stoop to raise them ! 
For things afar still sweeter are, 

When Youth's bright spell hath bound us ; 
But soon we 're taught that earth hath naught 

Like home and friends around us ! — 



The friends that speed in time of need, 

When Hope's last reed is shaken. 
To shew us still, that, come what will. 

We are not quite forsaken ! 
Though all were night, if but the light 

From friendship's altar crowned uSj 
'Twould prove the bliss of earth was this — 

Our home and friends around us I 

Charles Swain, 1803- 
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LOVE IMMORTAK 

Love is an odoiu: from the heavenly bowers, 
Which stirs oxir senses tenderly, and brings 
Dreams which are shadows of diviner things. 

Beyond this grosser atmosphere of ours. 

An oasis of verdure and of flowers. 

Love smileth on the pilgrim's weary way ; 
There sweeter airs, there fresher waters play ; 

There purer solace speeds the tranquil hours. 

This glorious passion, unalloy'd, endowers 
With moral beauty all who feel its fire ; 
Maid, wife and off*spring, sister, mother, sire, 

Are names and symbols of its hallowed powers, 

Love is immortal, from our hold may fly 

Earth's other joys, but Love can never die. 

John Critchley Prince, 1808 — 
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BEWARE A SPEEDY FRIEND ! 

Beware a speedy friend, the Arabian said, 

And wisely was it he advised distrust : 

The flower that blossoms earliest fades the first 

Look at yon oak that lifts its stately head, 

And dallies with the autumnal storm, whose rage 

Tempests the great sea-waves ; slowly it rose. 

Slowly its strength increased, through many an age, 

And timidly did its light leaves disclose. 

As doubtful of the spring, their palest green. 

They to the summer cautiously expand. 

And by the warmer sun and season bland 

Matured, their foliage in the grove is seen, 

When the bare forest by the wintry blast 

Is swept, still lingering on the boughs the last. 

Robert Southey, 17 74-1 843. 



MY MOTHERS BIBLE. 

This book is all that's left me now : — 
Tears will unbidden start — 

With faltering lip and throbbing brow, 
I press it to my heart 



For many generations past 

Here is our family tree : 
My mother's hand this Bible clasp'd ; 

She, dyingj gave it me. 

Ah I well do I remember those 

Whose names these records bear ; 
Who round the hearthstone used to clo^ 

After the evening prayer, 
And speak of what these pages said. 

In tones my heart would thrill I 
Though they are with the silent dead. 

Here are they living still 1 

My father read this holy book. 

To brothers, sisters, dear ; 
How calm was my poor mothers look. 

Who leaned, God's word to hear 1 
Her angel face — I see it yet ! 

What thrilling memories come ! 
Again that little group is met 

Within the halls of home ! 

Thou truest friend man ever knew. 

Thy constancy I Ve tried ; 
When all were false I found thee true, 

My counsellor and guide ! 
The mines of earth no treasures give 

That could this volume buy ; - 
In teaching me the way to live, 

It taught me how to die. 

George P. Morris, 1802- 
-American, 
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THE HEARTH. 

My soul, behold the beauty of his home ! 
The very heavens look down with gracious smiles 
Upon its holy rest How bright a green 
Sleeps round the dwelling of two loving hearts ! 
The air lies hush'd above the peaceful roof, 
As if it felt the sanctity within. 
On glides the river with a tranquil flow, 
Delighting in his music, as he bathes 
The happy bounds where happiness doth stray. 
— I see them sitting by each other's side. 
In the hearfs silent secresy ! I hear 
The breath of meditation from their souls. 
They speak : a soft, subduing tenderness, 
Bom of devotion, innocence and bliss. 
Steals from their bosoms in a silver voice 
That makes a pious hymning melody. 
They look : a gleam of light as sadly sweet 
As if they listened to some mournful tale. 
Swims in their eyes that almost melt to tears. 
They smile : oh ! never did such languor steal 
From lustre of two early-risen stars 
When all the silent heavens appear their own. 
And lo ! an infant shews his gladsome face ! 
His beautiful and shining golden head 
Lies on his mother's bosom, like a rose ^ 
Fallen on a lilied bank. A dewy light 
Meets the soft smiling of his upward eye, 
s 



As in the playful restlessness of joy 
He clings around her neck, and fondly strives 
To reach the kisses mantling from her souL 
^And now, the baby in his cradle sleep Sj 
Hush'd by bis mother's prayer I How soft her tread 
Falls, like a snowflake, on the noiseless floor! 
She almost fears to breathe too fond a sigh 
Towards the father of her darling child. 
— ^Sleep broods o'er all the house : the mother's hea 
Beating within her husband^s folding arms. 
Dreams of sweet looks of waking happiness. 
Unceasing greetings of congenial thought^ 
Deep blendings of existence ; till awoke 
By the long stirring of delightful dreams. 
She with a silent prayer of thankfulness 
Leans gently-breathing on the breast of love I 
— Can guilt or misery ever enter here 1 
Ah ! no j the spirit of domestic peace, 
Though calm and gentle as the brooding dove. 
And ever murmuring forth a quiet song, 
Guards, powerful as the sword of cherubim, 
The hallowed porch. She hath a heavenly smile 
That sinks into the sullen soul of vice. 
And wins him o'er to virtue, so transforms 
The purpose of his heart, that sudden shame 
Smothers the curses struggling into birth, 
And makes him turn an eye of kindliness 
Even on the blessings that he came to blast. 
It is a lofty thought, O guardian love ! 
To think that he who lives beneath thine eye 
Can never be polluted. Pestilence, 
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The dire, contagious pestilence of sin, 
May walk abroad, and lay its victims low ; 
But they, whose upright spirits worship thee, 
Breathe not the tainted air — they live apart 
Unharm'd, as Israel's heaven-protected sons, 
When the exterminating angel pass'd 
With steps of blood o'er Egypt's groaning land. 
Then ever keep unbroken and unstain'd 
The Sabbath-sanctity of home ; the shrine 
Where spirit in his rapture worships God. 
By Heaven beloved for ever are the walls 
That duly every mom and evening hear 
Our whisper'd hymns ! Eternity broods there. 
Yea ! like a father smiling on a band 
Of happy children, the Almighty One 
Dwells in the midst of us, appearing oft 
In visible glory, while our filial souls, 
Made pure beneath the watching of His eye, 
Walk stately in the conscious praise of Heaven ! 
Professor Wilson, 1785-1854. 



AMERICA TO GREAT BRITAIN. 

All hail ! thou noble land, 
Our fathers' native soil ! 

Oh, stretch thy mighty hand, 
Gigantic grown by toil, 



0*er the vast Atlantic wave to our shore ! 

For thou with magic might 
B Canst reach to where the Hght 

Of Pboebws travels bright 
The world o'er. 

The Genius of our clime, 

From bis pine-em battled steep. 
Shall hail the guest sublime ; 
While the Tritons of the deep 
With their conchs the kindred league shall proclaiiai 
Then let the world combine, — 
O'er the main our naval line 
Like the milky-way shall shine 
Bright in fame I 

Though ages long have past 

Since our fathers left their home, 
Their pilot in the blast, 

O'er untraveird seas to roam, 
Yet lives the blood of England in our veins ! 
And shall we not proclaim 
That blood of honest fame 
Which no tyranny can tame 
By its chains ? 

While the language free and bold 
Which the Bard of Avon sung. 

In which our Milton told 

How the vault of heaven rung 
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When Satan, blasted, fell with his host ; — 
While this with reverence meet. 
Ten thousand echoes greet. 
From rock to rock repeat 
Round our coast ; — 

While the manners, while the arts, 

That mould a nation's soul. 
Still cling around our hearts, — 
Between let ocean roll. 
Our joint communion breaking with the sun : 
Yet still from either beach 
The voice of blood shall reach, 
More audible than speech, 
"We are One." 
Washington Allston, 1779-1843. 



-American. 
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LITTLE THINGS. 

Scorn not the slightest word or deed, 
Nor deem it void of power ; 

There 's fruit in each wind-wafted seed, 
Waiting its natal hour. 

A whispered word may touch the heart, 

And call it back to life ; 
A look of love bid sin depart, 

And still unholy strife. 



Nor care how small it be ; 
God is with all who serve the right. 
The holy, true, and free. 

Anonymoi 



THE FIRESIDE. 

Dear Cloe, while the busy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud. 

In folly's maze advance : 
Though singularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we '11 step aside. 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

"Rrnm thp orav wnrlH wf» '11 off rf»Hr#» 
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If solid happiness we prize, 
Within our breast this jewel lies, 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world hath nothing to bestow ; 
From our own selves our bliss must flow, 

And that dear hut our home. 

Of rest was Noah's dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing she left 

That safe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excursions o'er, 
The disappointed bird once more 

Explored the sacred bark. 

Though fools spurn Hymen's gentle powers, 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By sweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right they '11 prove a spring 

Whence pleasures ever rise : 
We '11 form their minds with studious care 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the skies. 

While they our wisest hours engage. 
They '11 joy our youth, support our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs ; 



vviiiic lu Liic wuriu wc uvc uaitnown. 

Only the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state, 
We look with pity on the great. 
And bless our humble lot. 

Our portion is not large, indeed ; 
But then, how little do we need i 

For nature's calls are few. 
In this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may suffice. 

And make that little do. 

We '11 therefore relish with content 
Whatever kind Providence has sent. 

Nor aim beyond our power ; 
For, if our stock be very small, 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor lose the present hour. 
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We '11 ask no long-protracted treat, 
Since winter-life is seldom sweet ; 

But, when our feast is o'er, 
Grateful from table we '11 arise, 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes, 

The relics of our store. 

Thus hand in hand through life we '11 go ; 
Its checkered paths of joy and woe 

With cautious steps we '11 tread ; 
Quit its vain scenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble, or a fear. 

And mingle with the dead. 

While conscience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the stormy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts cease. 
Like a kind angel whisper peace, 

And smooth the bed of death. 

. Nathaniel Cotton, i 707-1 788. 



SANTA FILOMENA. 

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts, in glad surprise, 

To higher levels rise. 




The wounded from the battle-plain, 

In dreary hospitals of pain, 
The cheerless corridors, 
The cold and stony floors. 

Lo ! in that house of misery 

A lady with a lamp I see 

Pass through the glimmering gloom, 
And flit from room to room. 

And slow, as in a dream of bliss, 
The speechless sufferer turns to kiss 

Her shadow, as it falls 

Upon the darkening walls. 
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As if a door in heaven should be 
Open'd and then closed suddenly, 
The vision came and went, 
The light shone and was spent. 

On England's annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song. 

That light its rays shall cast 

From portals of the past 

A Lady with a Lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 

A noble type of good. 

Heroic womanhood. 

Nor even shall be wanting here 
The palm, the lily, and the spear, 
The symbols that of yore 
Saint Filomena bore.* 

H. W. Longfellow, 1807 — 
— American, 

♦ At Pisa the church of San Francisco contains a chapel 
dedicated lately to Santa Filomena ; over the altar is a picture, 
by Sabatelli, representing the saint as a beautiful, nymph-like 
figure, floating down from heaven, attended by two angels bear- 
ing the lily, palm, and javelin, and beneath, in the foreground, 
the sick and maimed, who are healed by her intercession. — Mrs 
Jameson, Sacred and Legendary Art, 



LOVE'S FAIRY EiNG. 

While Titans war with social Jove, 

My ovtTi sweet wife and I 
We make Elysium m our love, 

And kt the world go by t 
Oh, never hearts beat half so light 

With crown^ Queen or King i 
Oh, never world was half so bright 

As is our fairy-ring. 

Dear love * 

Oiir hallOH^d fairy -ring. 

Our world of empire is not large, 

But priceless wealth it holds ; 
A little heaven links marge to marge. 

But what rich realms it folds ! 
And clasping all from outer strife 

Sits Love with folden wing, 
A-brood o'er dearer life-in-Ufe, 

Within our fairy-ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

Thou leanest thy true heart on mine. 

And bravely bearest up ! 
Aye mingling Love's most precious wine 

In Life's most bitter cup ! 
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And evermore the circling hours 

New gifts of glory bring ; 
We live and love like happy flowers, 

All in our fairy-ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

We 've known a many sorrows, sweet ! 

We Ve wept a many tears. 
And often trod with trembling feet 

Our pilgrimage of years. 
But when our sky grew dark and wild, 

All closelier did we cling : 
Clouds broke to beauty as you smiled, 

Peace crown'd our fairy-ring, 
Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

Away grim Lords of Murderdom ; ' 

Away, O Hate and Strife ! 
Hence, revellers, reeUng drunken from 

Your feast of human life ! 
Heaven shield our little Goshen round 

From ills that with them spring. 
And never be their footprints found 

Within our fairy-ring. 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

But come, ye who the truth dare own. 
Or work in Love's dear name ; 



witnm our lairy-nng, 

Dear love ! 
Our hallowed faiiy-ring. 

Gerald Massey, 182 



PROPHECIES. 

Our spirits grow in love and strength 
Whene'er we reach a present truth, 

And see a grand result at length, 
Like manhood springing* out of youth. 

The first bird singing in the dell 

May sing so exquisitely well, 

That man may think, to hear its tone. 
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The first word from an infant heard, 
The weak attempt to utter " mother," 

Hath deeper meaning in the word, 
Because it intimates another. 

A noble deed, where such is rare. 

And friendly thoughts, when such are few. 

Should bring us Hope, because they bear 
A faithful image to the view 
\Vhat truth can dare, and kindness do. 

And like the singing of a bird. 
And like the infant's earliest word. 
They cone, as prophets, single-handed. 
To tell of beauties more expanded. 

For kindly thoughts and noble deeds. 
However rare and few their powers. 

Should give us faith in what succeeds ; 

For Nature like a conqueror leads. 
And all her fruits come after flowers. 

E. H. BURRINGTON, 




iNU wciuumc eyes oi mnuuenue anu mirtn 
To look upon us kindly, who would wage 
The gloomy battle for himself alone ? 
Or through the dark of the overhanging cloud 
Look wistfully for light ] Who would not gro 
Beneath his daily task, and weep aloud ? 

But little children take us by the hand. 
And gaze with trustful cheer into our eyes ; 
Patience and fortitude beside us stand 
In woman^s shape, and waft to heaven oiu: sig 
The guiltless child holds back the arm of guill 
Upraised to strike, and woman may atone 
With sinless tears for sins of man, and melt 
The damning seal when evil deeds are done. 
Frederick Tennyson, 
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But gentle words, and hearts where love has room, 
And cordial hands that often clasp my own, 

Are better than the fairest flowers that bloom, 
Or the unnumbered stars that ever shone. 

The fostering sun may warm the fields to life. 

The gentle dew refipesh the drooping flower. 
And make all beauteous things supremely rife 

In gorgeous summer's grand and golden hour ; 
But words that breathe of tenderness and love, 

And genial smiles, that we are sure are true, 
Are warmer than the summer sky above. 

And brighter, gentler, sweeter than the dew. 

It is not much the selfish world can give. 

With all its subtle and deceiving art. 
And gold and gems are not the things that live. 

Or satisfy the longings of the heart ; 
But, oh ! if those who cluster round the hearth 

Sincerely soothe us by affection's powers. 
To kindly looks and loving smiles give birth. 

How doubly beauteous is this world of ours ! 
J. C. Prince, 1808— 
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FRJENDSHIR 

I FEEL the morcj the more I know. 
That friendship is a thing apart, 
A mute assurance of tlie heart, 

A faith, that little cares for show, 

A sympathy of soul and soul, 

Which feel themselves, in spite of birth 
And all the petty castes of earth. 

Two halves of one eternal whole. 

That asks no change, if undeceived, 
And shuns to court the vulgar eye. 
Contented in obscurity, 

If it believes and be believed. 

A lamp, that needs but little oil, 

But is with its own burning fed ; 
A virgin stream, that will not wed 

Or mix itself with earthly soil 

A beauty, that no tongue can tell, 

That underlies our common dust, 

As, bright beneath the rough-ribb'd crust, 

Glistens the glory of the shell 

Felt in the pressure of a hand, 

Though face and voice be stem the while ; 

Sent in the message of a smile, 
That only two can understand 
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How sad for him that this hath known 
In one with rarest virtues graced, 
Close-link'd by kindred ties, or taste. 

Once more to feel himself alone. 

A pang that brooketh no relief, 

Save that from ^d remembrance wrung — 

Sorrow that poets oft have sung 
In true nobility of grief. 

That sweeter far than comfort is, 

A sacred relic, closely clutch'd ; 

A wound, too tender to be touched 
By any stranger hand than his. 

O Friendship ! all too mean a name 

For something holier than will. 

That keeps itself unspotted still. 
And purely flows through Sin and Shame. 

'Tis only when soft Passion lends 

A brighter heat, a flame as pure, 

It claims its true nomenclature, 
And into Love the loveliest blends. 

Alfred Tennyson, 1809 — 
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THE ANGELS OF OUR HOME. 

'Trs sdd that ever round our path 

The unseen angels stray. 
That give us blissful dfeams by night, 

And guard our steps by day. 
But there 's an angel in the house. 

Meek, watchftd, and sincere^ 
That whispers words of hope to us 

\^Ti€n none beside are near : 
It is the one J the chosen one. 

That *s link'd to us for life. 
The angel of the happy home, 

The faithful J trusting wife- 

'Tis said that angels walk the earth — 

I 'm sure it must be so — 
When round our path, scarce seen by us, 

Such bright things come and go. 
Are there not beings by our side 

As fair as angels are, 
As pure, as stainless, as the forms 

That dwell beyond the star ? 
Yes ! there are angels of the earth. 

Pure, innocent and mild, \ 
The angels of our hearts and homes. 

Each loved and loving child. 

J. E. Carpenter, 
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A HAND TO TAKE. 

You're rich, and yet you are not proud ; 

You are not selfish, hard, or vain ; 
You look upon the common crowd 

With sympathy, and not disdain ; 
You 'd travel far to share yoiu: gold 
With humble sorrow unconsoled ; 
You 'd raise the orphan from the dust, 

And help the sad and widow'd mother ; 
Give me your hand — ^you shall — ^you must ! 

I love you as a brother ! 

You 're poor, and yet you do not scorn 

Or hate the wealthy for their wealth ; 
You toil contented night and mom, 

And prize the gifts of strength and health ; 
You 'd share your little with a friend. 
And what you cannot give you 'd lend ; 
You take humanity on trust, 

And see some merit in another. 
Give me yoiu: hand — ^you shall — ^you must ! 

I love you as a brother ! 

And what care I how rich you be I 
I love you if your thoughts are pure. 

What signifies your poverty. 
If you can struggle and endure 1 



*Tis not the birds that make the spring ; 
'Tis not the crown that makes ihe king ! 
If you are wise, and good, and just^ 

You Ve riches better than all other ;— 
Give rae your hand — you shall — you must ! 

I love you aa a brother ! 

Charles Mack ay, iSr4'- 
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LITTLE :KTNt)NESSEa 

The little drops of dew 
Give life to fainting flowers, 

Little momentis, beating true, 
Make up this life of ours. 

From the dny acorn springs 
Proudest of majestic trees — 

And from little fluttering wings 
Fall the sweetest melodies. 



And as little golden seeds 
Glorious harvests may impart. 

So will little kindly deeds 
Make a heaven of the heart ! 
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Dost thou sometimes doubt thy strength ] 
Dost thou weak and trembling feel ? 

See the little trickling stream 
Turns at last the giant wheel 

See the beauteous coral isle, 

Mark those grottoes of the wave — 

They should make thee wear a smile, 
And thy heart grow bold and brave ! 

For, like daisies from the sod, 

To the winter-weary heart, 
So the weakest child of God 

May some thrill of joy impart. 

Rowland Brown, 1837 — 



MY MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

My mother's grave ! my mother's grave ! 

Oh ! dreamless is her slumber there, 
And drowsily the banners wave 

O'er her that was so chaste and fair. 
Yea ! love is dead, and memory faded ! 

But when the dew is on the brake, 
And silence sleeps on earth and sea, 

And mourners weep, and ghosts awake, 
Oh I then she cometh back to me. 

In her cold beauty darkly shaded ! 




And that we meet and that we part ; 

And that I drink within mine ear, 
And that I clasp around my heart. 

Her sweet still voice and soft caresses ! 



Not in the waking thought by day. 

Not in the sightless dreams by night. 
Do the mild tones and glances play 

Of her who was my cradle's light ! 
But in some twilight of calm weather. 

She glides, by fancy dimly wrought, 
A glittering cloud, a darkling beam. 

With all the quiet of a thought, 
And all the passion of a dream, 

Link'd in a golden spell together ! 

W. Mackworth Praed, i 802-1 



LOVE AND BROTHERHOOD. 2^7 



THE PET OF TWO YEARS OLD. 

Oh ! little, rare, and radiant face 

That smilest up to God, 
The flowers of life seem lovelier where 

Thy tiny feet have trod ! 
I never thought so wee a thing 

So large a joy could bring ; 
I never pictured so much bliss 

Could bless Love's fairy ring ; 
For never was a spot so charm'd 

By spell of elf or fairy. 
As our fotid hearts and happy home 

By little Katie Mary. 

So beautiful, so wonderful 

Her little ways unfold, 
I almost wish she *d always be 

The pet of two years old ; 
For never did I think to life 

Belonged delights so sweet. 
Before I kiss'd her dimpled cheeks, 

And heard her pattering feet 
Oh ! then within Love's fairy ring 

God guard this little fairy. 
And guardian angels hover close 

Round darling Katie Mary. 
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Yea, bless I and may this bud of Hope 

With aogel-grace expand j 
God I keep the haunting terror oW 

Of Death's remorseless hand 
Oh ! Thou who lovest us to feel 

Thou hast a Father s heart, 
Giant that our souls b^ spared the pang 

With so much joy to part. 
.\nd as with innocence divine 

Smiles now our in tan t fairy, 
With soul as pure in womanhood 

May bloom our Katie Mary I 

Rowland BrowHj 1837- 
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Why should we pluck the dewy rose 

That scents the early morn. 
Or strive to snare the happy bird 

That warbles on the thorn 1 
We'll leave the flower to woo the sun, 

The free bird in the air : 
And walk through pleasureSj grasping nonej 

Repaid if we forbear. 
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When scomers scorn, or foes revile, 

Or friends look dark and shy, 
We '11 neither give them scom for scorn. 

Nor pass them coldly by ; 
We '11 check the storm of rising pride. 

And keep a temper fair, — • 
Warned by the Angel at our side, 

That whispers to forbear. 

And should the foe who did us wrong 

Lie powerless in our hands, 
We '11 think no more of evil done. 

To shame him where he stands. 
We '11 strive to act a nobler part, — 

We'll pity — bear — and spare ; — 
And win an entrance to his heart. 

By all that we forbear. 

Charles Mackay, 18 14 — 



BLESSED IS THE HEARTH. 

Bless'd is the hearth where daughters gird the fire. 
And sons that shall be happier than their sire, 
AVho sees them crowd around his evening chair. 
While love and hope inspire his wordless prayer. 
Oh from their home paternal may they go. 
With little to unlearn, though much to know ! 





May pity come, love's sister spirit, there 1 
May they shun baseness as they shun the grave ! 
May they be frugal, pious, humble, brave ! 
Sweet peace be theirs — the moonlight of the bre: 
And occupation, and alternate rest ; 
And dear to care and thought the usual walk ; 
Theirs be no flower that withers on the stalk, 
But roses cropp'd, that shall not bloom in vain ; 
And hope's bless'd sun, that sets to rise again. 
Be chaste their nuptial bed, their home be sweet, 
Their floor resound the tread of little feet ; 
Bless'd beyond fear and fate, if bless'd by thee, 
And heirs, O Love ! of thine eternity. 

Ebenezer Elliott, i 781-184 

AFTER A TEMPEST. 
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. My eye upon a broad and beauteous scene, 

Where the vast plain lay girt by mountains vast, 
And hills o'er hills lifted their heads of green, 
With pleasant vales scooped out, and villages between. 

The rain-drops glisten'd on the trees around, 
Whose shadows on the tall grass were not stirfd, 

Save when a shower of diamonds, to the ground. 
Was shaken by the flight of startled bird. 
For birds were warbling round, and bees were heard 

About the flowers ; the cheerful rivulets sung 
And gossip'd as he hastened ocean-ward ; 

To the gray oak the squirrel, chiding, clung, 
And, chirping, from the groimd the grasshopper up- 
sprung. 

And from beneath the leaves that kept them dry 

Flew many a glittering insect here and there. 
And darted up and down the butterfly. 

That seem'd a living blossom of the air. 

The flocks came scattering from the thicket, where 
The violent rain had pent them ; in the way 

Stroll'd groups of damsels frolicksome and fair. 
The farmer swung the scythe or tum'd the hay. 
And 'twixt the heavy swaths his children were at play. 

It was a scene of peace — and, like a spell. 
Did that serene and golden sunUght fall 

Upon the motionless wood that clothed the fell, 
And precipice upspringing like a wall. 
And glassy river and white waterfall, 



And happy living things that trod the bright 

Aod beauteous scene : while far beyond tbem aO, 
On many a lovely valley out of sight, 
Waspour'd from the blue heavens the same soft golde5_ 
light " 

I look'd, and thought the quiet of the scene 
An emblem of the peace that yet shall be, 

VVTien o'er earth's continents and isles between, 
The noise of war shaD cease from sea to sea, 
And married narions dwell in harmony ; 

When milhons, crouching in the dust to one. 
No more shall beg their lives on bended knee. 

Nor the black stake be dress'd, nor in the sun 
The o*er4abour'd captive toil, and w^h liis life weri 
done* 



^ 



Too long, at clash of arms amid her bowers 
And pools of blood, the earth has stood aghast, 

The fair earth, that should only blush with flowers 
And ruddy fruits ; but not for aye can last 
The storm, and sweet the sunshine when 'tis past 

Lo, the clouds roll away — they break, they fly, 
And like the glorious light of summer, cast 

O'er the wide landscape, from the embracing sky, 
On all the peaceful world the smile of heaven shall lie. 
W. CuLLEN Bryant, 1797 — 



LOVE AND BROTHERHOOD, 303 



RING OUT THE OLD, RING IN THE NEW! 

Ring out wild bells to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light : 
The year is dying in the night ; 

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new. 
Ring, happy bells, across the snow : 
The year is going, let him go ; 

Ring out the false, ring in the trae. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 
For those that here we see no more ; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause. 
And ancient forms of party strife ; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 

Ring out the want, the care, the sin. 
The faithless coldness of the times ; 
Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 




Ring out Mse pride in place and blocMj, 
The civic slander and the spite 
^L Ring in the love of truth and rights 
Bins in die oonmcMi love of flpod. 

BEing out old shapes of foul disease, 
■ Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 



t. 
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0LT3;«g [fj the valiant man and fiee^ ^B 
'he larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
ling out the darkness of the land^ 
gjia the Christ that is to be. 

" ALntiD TomysQir, 1809 — 
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POFtTLAB WOUKl PUBLISaSI] ST W. F. JfOllfO^ 



Tkt Chtaptft mid BtH 8eriu of Schooi^Bo^'M in tM Word, 

THE IRISH NATIONAL SCHOOL-BOOKS. 

Nw Kud Impravod Edltlima, aialfanii fc«p. Sto^ atrciDgljr bouEid in dotk, 
letteiMd 

The folkwinff rcforenccft wfto fnadc to tbe books publjfihed bj? the C<an- 
mii««i- NDera oi NMi^nal Educ^tXi^ in tbc debate In thfl auuse of Lonia, Tth 
ilaKh 1S5S :— 

Tkt Matt pf Efflintom. mtiit taj that tbe boDkiA wfaieb. were used in tbe 1^»* 
ioEul BobOols wore the terj twwt that ooiild be put into tbo hdndfi of tbd 
cbiktma wlio received la^lrtietlon in Any ■•oboo'ls. 

fM J^A<<rei ^ LiRHTiel — With roepect to tho bookfl which Wiine used in t^t 
^TAtioxul SdboolM, hct bellov^ that they ware ndtotttfld upon tdl h^zuis fcoba 
lueompftrable. They were works which imjoyed a Euwipeao ntpiitatioiL 
They bsid found their wTi^y to CTery fijiiAitor of tbo globe, and hiid Etiimped 
vpcijA them indelibly their chAraeter fof ^xoeliicncie. 

The E'tH of Iki^^ aal^^ that tbo pchooVbookfi mtrdiioed by thfi Bosird of 
1 iTatiou&I Ediic&tion wure moct Talua^ble, thAt th^y were JvicEiimblQ m pc>iutcif 
I ffel^f^tioD^ that thty contdinod * vtmt amount of ujkItiI information^ and that 
they wore models of ekmentary booka. 



Fir^ Book of Losaoba. 

Becond Book, of L^jSK^niL 

Bcquel Ko. L to Second Book of 

Lediodc. 
Sequfll No. 11. to Second Bocdc of 

Lanoai. « 

Third Book of Losscrni, 
Fourtli Book df Logons, 
Supplem^iit to ForirLh Book. 
Filth fi{H:^k of L<»i«>b«. 
Eeadiug-Baok for Fatnule Sohoola^ 
Bdectioas ^m Britlah Foet^ in 2 

Benpturo Leaaons, in 4 Tolnmci— Old 
Tetitaiu^iit iti 2 vul4. New Te»tar 
mont fn 2 vols, 

FngUflh Omminar. 

Key to Exerciflefl in tbe EngE^b 
Gmmnjaf. 



(Hecxmphy, 
Epitome of Oet^Tftphiisal Snowletlge. 
CompeiiEdiuin of^Geography. 

AriQuaetlfi anA. Beek-k»irp^, 
Firet Book of AHthroetIc 
Key to the First Book vf Arirhroedt 
Tn^tiao on A.rithmetic in Theory and 

l^actice. 
Key to the Treatise on Arithmetic in 

Tbeoiy and Pmctice. 
Elementfi of iinok-koeping. 
Key to Kkmenta of Book-keeping. 

HeuuTAtiiiii &ni llectnetTy. 
Treatise on Mensuration. 
Appendix to TrentlBs on MeuMir^au. 
Elements of Geometry. 



ONE SHILUNQ EDITION. 

WILSON^S TALES OF THE BORDERS. 

Editmjbt ALEXANDER LEIQHTON, 

Inimnoutictng: a ONE SHILLINQ EDITION of THF^ BORDEB TALESl 
tho Piibiiebor does not confttdar it nEjpeasary to any anyihitig in reeocnmenda' 
tion oi a work which btta etnod the tost of a goneral compfttitioa and wJaldi 
^tuis increnaed in public! favour with its yaiu^. EqijiiJly eiiited to all clasaefi at 
Tcadora. It has ^5ecu recoiled wJtb dcHgbt in tho School-room, the Drnw-iiig' 
TBom, the Parlour, and the ViUaire Heading-room. Many of the Talcs have 
b*sen publicly readn Tho high tone of ita momlity renders it an admirahlo 
■mall Library for young members of the family. 

E&cih volume contains 2ag paFTe^H and the whole will heeomplcled in twen^ 
Tolutues^ to be publiahod monthly. 
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